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A LESSON OF FAITH. 



B ET me hire you bb a nurse for my poor chil- 
\ dreu," said a Butterfly to a quiet Caterpillar, 
\ Tvho TaB strolling along a cabbage-leaf in her 
S odd lumbering way. " See these little egge," 
V continued the Butterfly ; " I don't know bov 
long it will be before they come to life, and I feel very sick 
and poorly, and if I should die, who will take care of my baby 
butterflies when I am gone ? Will i/ou, kind, mild, green Ca- 
terpillar? But you must mind what you give them to eat, 
Caterpillar ! — they cannot, of course, live on your rough food. 
You must give them early dew, and honey from the flowers ; 
and you must let them fly about only a little way at first ; for, 
of course, one can't expect them to use their wings properly 
all at once. Dear me ! it is a sad pity you cannot fly your- 
self. But I have no time to look for another nurse now, so 
you will do your best, I hope. Dear ! dear ! I cannot think 
whatmade me come and lay my eggs on a cabbage-leaf ! What 
a place for young butterflies to be bom upon ! Still you will 
be kind, will you not, to the poor little ones ? Here, take this 
gold-dust from my wings as a reward. Oh, how dizzy I am ! 
Caterpillar ! you will remember about the food " 
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And with these words the Butterfly drooped her wings and 
died ; and the green Caterpillar, who had not had the opportunity 
of even saying Yes or No to the request, was left standing 
alone by the side of the Butterfly's eggs. 

" A pretty nurse she has chosen, indeed, poor lady ! " ex- 
claimed she, " and a pretty business I have in hand ! Why, 
her senses must have left her, or she never would have asked 
a poor crawling creature like me to bring up her dainty little 
ones ! Much they'll mind me, truly, when they feel the gay 
wings on their backs, and can fly away out of my sight when- 
ever they choose ! Ah ! how silly some people are, in spite of 
their painted clothes and the gold-dust on their wings ! " 

However, the poor Butterfly was dead, and there lay the 
eggs on the cabbage-leaf; and the green Caterpillar had a 
kind heart, so she resolved to do her best. But she got no 
sleep that night, she was so very anxious. She made her 
back quite ache with walking all night long round her young 
charges, for fear any harm should happen to them ; and in the 
morning says she to herself — 

" Two heads are better than one. I will consult some wise 
animal upon the matter, and get advice. How should a poor 
crawling creature like me know what to do without asking mj 
bettei-s ? " 

But still there was a difficulty — whom should the Cater- 
pillar consult? There was the shaggy Dog who sometimes 
came into the garden. But he was so rough ! — ^he would 
most likely whisk all the eggs off" the cabbage-leaf with one 
brush of his tail, if she called him near to talk to her, and 
then she should never forgive herself. There was the Tom 
Cat, to be sure, who would sometimes sit at the foot of the 
apple-tree, basking himself and warming his fur in the sunshine; 
but he was so selfish and indifferent ! — there was no hope of his 
giving himself the trouble to think about butterflies' eggs. " I 
wonder which is the wisest of all the animals I know," sighed 
the Caterpillar, in great distress; and then she thought, and 
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thought^ till at last she thought of the Lark ; and she fancied 
that because he went up so high^ and nobody knew where he 
went to, he must be very clever, and know a great deal ; for to 
go up very high (which she could never do) was the Cater- 
pillar's idea of perfect glory. 

Now, in the neighbouring corn-field there lived a Lark, and 
the Caterpillar sent a message to him, to beg him to come and 
talk to Her ; and when he came she told him all her difficulties, 
and asked him what she was to do, to feed and rear the little 
creatures so different from herself, 

" Perhaps you will be able to inquire and hear something 
about it next time you go up high," observed the Caterpillar 
timidly. 

The Lark said, " Perhaps he should ;" but he did not satisfy 
her curiosity any further. S6on afterwards, however, he went 
singing upwards into the bright, blue sky. By degrees his voice 
died away in the distance, till the green Caterpillar could not hear 
a sound. It is nothing to say she could not see him \ for, poor 
thing ! she never could see far at any time, and had a difficulty 
in looking upwards at all, even when she reared herself up most 
carefully, which she did now; but it was of no use, so she 
dropped upon her legs again, and resumed her walk round the 
Butterfly's eggs, nibbling a bit of the cabbage-leaf how and then 
as she moved along. 

" What a time the Lark has been gone !" she cried, at last. 
'' I wonder where he is just now ! I would give all my legs to 
know ! He must have flown up higher than usual this time, I 
do think ! How I should like to know where it is that he goes 
to, and what he heai's in that curious blue sky ! He always sings 
in going up and coming down, but he never lets any secret out. 
He is very, very close ! " 

And the green Caterpillar took another turn round the But* 
terfly's eggs. 

At last the Lark's voice began to be heard again. The 
Caterpillar almost jumped for joy, and it was not long before 
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she saw her friend descend with hushed note to the cabbage, 
bed. 

" News, news, glorious news, friend Caterpillar!" sang the 
Lark ; " but the worst of it is, you won't believe me ! " 

" I believe eveiything I am told," observed the Caterpillar 
hastily* 

" Well, then, first of all, I will tell you what these little 
creatures are to eat" — and the Lark nodded his beak towards 
the eggs. " What do you think it is to be ? Guess !" 

*' Dew, and the honey out of flowers, I am afraid," sighed 
the Caterpillar. 

'^ No such thing, old lady ! Something simpler than that. 
Something that you can get at quite easily." 

" I can get at nothing quite easily but cabbage-leaves," mur- 
mured the Caterpillar, in distress. 

" Excellent ! my good friend," cried the Lark exultingly ; 
" you have found it out. You are to feed them with cabbage- 
leaves." 

" Never I " said the Caterpillar indignantly. " It was their 
dying mother's last request that I should do no such thing." 

*' Their dying mother knew nothing about the matter," per- 
sisted the Lark ; '^ but why do you ask me, and then disbelieve 
what I say V You have neither faith nor trust." 

" Oh, I believe everything I am told," said the Caterpillar. 

*' Nay, but you do not," replied the Lark ; " you won't be- 
lieve me even about the food, and yet that is but a beginning 
of what I have to tell you. Why, Caterpillar, what do you 
think those little eggs will turn out to be ?" 

" Butterflies, to be sure," said the Caterpillar. 

" Caterpillars r^ sang the Lark; *' and you'll find it out in 
time ;" and the Lark flew away, for he did not want to stay 
and contest the point with his friend. 

" I thought the Lark had been wise and kind," observed the 
mild green Caterpillar, once more beginning to walk round the 
eggs, '^ but I find that be is foolish and saucy instead. Per- 
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haps he went up too high this time. Ah^ it's a pity when 
people who soar so high are silly and rude neyertheless ! Dear ! 
I still wonder whom he sees, and what he does up yonder." 

" I would t^U you, if you would believe me," sang the Lark, 
descending once more. 

" I believe everything I am tqld," reiterated the Caterpillar, 
with as grave a face as if it were a fact. 

" Then I'll tell you something else," cried the Lark ; " for 
the best of my news remains behind. You will one day he a 
Butterfly yourself J* 

" Wretched bird ! " exclaimed the Caterpillar, " you jest with 
my inferiority — now you are cruel as well as foolish. Go away ! 
I will ask your advice no more." 

" I told you you would not believe me," cried the Lark, 
nettled in his turn. 

" I believe everything that I am told," persisted the Cater- 
pillar ; " that is " — and she hesitated, — " everything that it is 
reasonable to believe. But to tell me that butterflies' eggs are 
caterpillars, and that caterpillars leave off crawling and get 

wings, and become butterflies ! Lark ! you are too wise to 

believe such nonsense yourself, for you know it is impossible." 

" I know no such thing," said the Lark, warmly. " Whether 
I hover over the corn-fields of earth, or go up into the depths 
of the sky, I see so many wonderful things, I know no reason 
why there should not be more. Oh, Caterpillar ! it is because 
you crawl, because you never get beyond your cabbage-leaf, that 
you call any thing impossible,'^ 

" Nonsense !" shouted the Caterpillar, " I know what's pos- 
sible, and what's not possible, according to my experience and 
capacity, as well as you do. Look at my long green body and 
these endless legs, and then talk to me about having wings 
and a painted feathery coat ! Fool ! " 

" And fool you ! you would-be-wise Caterpillar ! " cried the 
indignant Lark. '^ Fool, to attempt to reason about what you 
cannot understand 1 Do you not hear how my song swells with 
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rejoicing as I soar upwards to the mysterious wonder*world 
above ? Oh, Caterpillar ! what comes to you from thence, re- 
ceive, as I do, upon trustJ 

" That is what you call — ' 

" Faith" interrupted the Lark. 

" How am I to learn Faith ?" asked the Caterpillar — 

At that moment she felt something at her side. She looked 
round— eight or ten little green caterpillars were moving about, 
and had already made a show of a hole in the cabbage-leaf. 
They had broken from the Butterfly's eggs ! 

Shame and amazement filled our green friend's heart, but joy 
soon followed ; for, as the first wonder was possible, the second 
might be so too. '^ Teach me your lesson, Lark ! " she would 
say ; and the Lark sang to her of the wonders of the earth be- 
low, and of the heaven above. And the Caterpillar talked all 
the rest of her life to her relations of the time when she should 
be a Butterfly. 

But none of them believed her. She nevertheless had learnt 
the Lark's lesson of faith, and when she was going into her 
chrysalis grave, she said — " I shall be a Butterfly some day ! " 

But her relations thought her head was wandering, and they 
said, " Poor thing ! " 

And when she was a Butterfly, and was going to die again, 
she said — 

" I have known many wonders — I have faith — I can trust 
even now for what shall come next !" 
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THE LAW OF AUTHORITY AND 
OBEDIENCE. 

" Who miide thee ■ toler (nd » judge ovsrua?" — AcTavii. 27. 

fi FINE young Working-bee left his hive, one 
^ lovely Bummer'a morning, to gather honey 
& fiom the flowers. The Bun shone bo brightly, 
f^ and the air felt so warm, that he flew a long, 
^ long distance, till he came to some gardens 
that were very beautiftil and gay ; and there having roamed 
about, in and out of the flowers, buzzing in great delight, till he 
had so loaded himself with treasures that he could cany no 
more, he bethought himself of returning home. But, just as he 
was beginning his journey, he accidentally flew through the 
open window of a country house, and found himself in a laige 
dining-room. There was a great deal of noise and confusion, 
for it was dinner-time, and the guests were talking rather loudly, 
BO that the Bee got quite frightened. Still be tried to taste some 
rich sweetmeats that lay temptingly in a dish on the table, when 
all at once he heard a child esclaim with a shout, " Oh, there's a 
bee, let me catch him ! " on which he rushed hastily hack to (as 
he thought) the open air; But, alas 1 poor fellow, in another 
second he found that he bad flung himself against a hard tran- 
sparent wall ! In other words, he had flown E^inst the glass 
panes of the window, being quite unable, in his alarm and con- 
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fusion^ to distinguish the glass from the opening by which he 
had entered. This unexpected blow annoyed him much ; and 
having wearied himself in vain attempts to find the entrance, he 
began to walk slowly and quietly up and down the wooden 
frame at the bottom of the panes, hoping to recover both his 
strength and composure. 

Presently, as he was walking along, his attention was attracted 
by hearing the soft half-whispering voices of two children, who 
were kneeling down and looking at him. 

Says the one to the other, " This is a working-bee. Sister ; I 
see the pollen-bags under his thighs. Nice fellow ! how busy 
he has been ! " 

" Does he make the pollen and honey himself? " whispered 
the Girl. 

" Yes, he gets them from the insides of the flowers. Don't 
you remember how we watched the bees once dodging in and 
out of the crocuses, how we laughed- at them, they were so busy 
and fussy, and their dark coats looked so handsome against the 
yellow leaves ? I wish I had seen this fellow loading himself 
to-day. But he does more than that. He builds the honey- 
comb, and does pretty nearly everything. He's a working-bee, 
poor wretch ! " 

** What is a working-bee ? and why do you call him * Poor 
wretch,' Brother ? " 

" Why, don't you know. Uncle Collins says, all people are 
poor wretches who work for other people who don't work for 
themselves? And that is just what this bee does. There is 
the queen-bee in the hive, who does nothing at all but sit 
at home, give orders, and coddle the little ones; and all the 
bees wait upon her, and obey her. Then there are the drones — 
lazy fellows, who lounge all their time away. And then there 
are the working-bees, like this one here, and they do all the 
work for everybody. How Uncle Collins would laugh at 
them, if he knew ! " 

** Doesn't Uncle Collins know about bees ? " 
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^^ No, I think not. It was the gardener who told me. And, 
besides, I think Uncle Collins would never have done talking 
about them and quizzing them, if he once knew they couldn't 
do without a queen, I heard him say yesterday, that kings 
and queens were against nature, for that nature never makes 
one man a king and another man a cobbler, but makes them all 
alike ; and so he says, kings and queens are very unjust things." 

^^ Bees have not the senise to know anything about that," 
observed the little Girl, softly, 

*^ Of course not ! Only fancy how angry these working fel- 
lows would be, if they knew what the gardener told me ! " 

« What was that ? " 

'^ Why, that the working-bees are just the same as the queen 
when they are first bom, just exactly the same, ^nd that it 
is only the food that is given them, and the shape of the house 
they live in, that make the difference. The bee-nurses manage 
that; they give some one sort of food, and some another, and 
they make the cells different shapes, and so some turn out 
queens, and the rest working-bees. It's just what Uncle Collins 
says about kings and cobblers — ^nature makes them all alike. 
But, look ! the dinner's over ; we must go." 

" Wait till I let the Bee out, Brother," said the litde Girl, 
taking him gently up in a soft handkerchief; and then she 
looked at him kindly, and said, " Poor fellow ! so you might 
have been a queen if thej had only given you the right food, 
and put you into a right shaped house ! What a shame they 
didn't ! As it is, my good friend," (and here her voice took a 
childish mocking tone) — ^^ As it is, my good friend, you must 
go and drudge away all your life long, making honey and wax. 
Well, get along with you! Good luck to your labours!*' 
And with these words she fluttered her handkerchief through 
the open window, and the Bee found himself once more floating 
in the air. 

Oh, what a fine evening it was ! But the liberated Bee did 
not think so. The sun still shone beautifully though lower in 

C 
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the 9kyy and though the light was softer^ and the shadows were 
longer; and as to the flowers^ they were more fragrant than 
ever; yet the poor Bee felt as if there were a dark heavy cloud 
over the sky ; but in reality the cloud was over his own hearty 
for he had become discontented and ambitious^ and he rebelled 
against the authority under which he had been bom. 

At last he reached his home — ^the hive which he had leflt with 
such a happy heart in the morning — and, after dashing in, in a 
hurried and angry manner, he began to unload the bags under 
bis thighs of their precious contents, and as he did so he ex- 
claimed, *^ I am the most wretched of creatures ! " 

" What is the matter ? what have you done ? " cried an old 
Relation who was at work near him ; ^' have you been eating 
the poisonous kalmia flowers, or have you discovered that the 
mischievous honey-moth has laid her eggs in our combs ? " 

" Oh, neither, neither ! " answered the Bee, impatiently ; 
** only I have travelled a long way, and have heard a great deal 
about myself that I never knew before, and I know now that 
we are a set of wretched creatures ! " 

" And, pray, what wise animal has been persuading you of 
that, against your own experience ? " asked the old Relation. 

^' I have learnt a truth,' answered the Bee, in an indignant 
tone, *' and it matters not who taught it me.'* 

" Certainly not ; but it matters very much that you should 
not fancy yourself wretched merely because some foolish crea* 
ture has told you you are so ; you know very well that you 
never were wretched till you were told you were so. I call 
that very silly ; but I shall say no more to you." And the old 
Relation turned himself round to his work, singing very plea- 
skntly all the time. 

But the Traveller-bee would not be laughed out of bis 
wretchedness : so he collected some of his young companions 
around him, and told them what he had heard in the largQ 
dining-room of the country house; and all were astonished, 
and most of them vexed. Then he grew so much pleased at 



AUTHOBITT AND OBEDIENCE. 11 

finding himself able to create such excitement and interest^ that 
he became sillier every minute, and made a long speech on thQ 
injustice of there being such things as queens, and talked of na* 
ture making them all equal and alike, with an energy that would 
have delighted Uncle Collins himself. 

When the Bee had finished his speech, there was first a 
silence dnd then a few buzzes of anger, and then a murmured 
expression of plans and wishes. It must be admitted, their 
ideas of how to remedy the evil now for the first time suggested 
to them, were very confused. Some wished Uncle Collins 
could come and manage all the beehives in the country, for they 
were sure he would let all the bees be queens, and then what a 
jolly time they should have ! And when the old RelatioQ 
popped his head round the comer of the cell he was building, 
just to inquire, " What would be the fun of being queens, if 
there were no working-bees to wait on one ? " the little coterie 
of rebels buzzed very loud, and told him he was a fool, for, 
of course. Uncle Collins would take care that the tyrant who 
had so long been queen, and the royal children, now ripening 
in their nurse-cells, should be made to wait on them while they 
lasted. 

" And when they are finished ? " persisted the old Relation, 
with a laugh. 

" Buzz, buzz," was the answer 5 and the old Relation held his 
tongue. 

Then another Bee suggested that it would, after all, be very 
awkward for them all to be queens ; for who would make the 
honey and wax, and build the honeycombs, and nurse the chil- 
dren ? Would it not be best, therefore, that there should be no 
queens whatever, but that they should all be working-bees ? 

But then the tiresome old Relation popped his head round 
the corner again, and said, he did not quite see how that change 
would benefit them, for were they not all working-bees already ? 
— on which an indignant buzz was poured into his ear, and he 
retreated again to his work. 
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It was well that pight at last came on^ and the time arrired 
when the labours of the day were over, and sleep and silence 
must reign in the hive. With the dawn of the morning, how- 
ever, the troubled thoughts unluckily returned, and the Travel- 
ler-bee and his companions kept occasionally clustering together 
in little groups, to talk over their wrongs and a remedy. Mean- 
time, the rest of the hive were too busy to pay much attention 
to them, and so their idleness was not detected. But, at last, a 
few hot-headed youngsters grew so violent in their different 
opinions, that they lost all self-control, and a noisy quarrel would 
have broken out, but that the Traveller-bee flew to them, and 
suggested that, as they were grown up now, and could not all 
be turned into queens, they had best sally forth and try the re- 
publican experiment of all being working-bees without any queen 
whatever. With so charming an idea in view, he easily per- 
suaded them to leave the hive ; and a very nice swarm they 
looked as they emerged into the open air, and dispersed about 
the garden to enjoy the early breeze. But a swarm of bees, 
without a queen to lead them, proved only a helpless crowd, 
after all. The first thing they attempted, when they had re- 
collected to' consult, was, to fix on the sort of place in which 
they should settle for a home. 

" A garden, of course," says one. " A field," says another. 
*' There is nothing like a hollow tree," remarked a; third. " The 
roof of a good outhouse is best protected from wet," thought a 
fourth. " The branch of a tree leaves us most at liberty," cried 
a fifth. " I won't give up to any body," shouted all. 

They were in a prosperous way to settle, were they not ? 

"I am very angry with you," cried the Traveller-bee, at 
last 5 " half the morning is gone already, and here we are as 
unsettled as when we left the hive ! " 

" One would think you were going to be queen over us, to 
hear you talk," exclaimed the disputants. " If we choose to 
spend our time in quarrelling, what is that to you ? Go and do 
as you please yourself! " 
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And he did ; for he was ashamed and unhappy ; and he flew 
to the further extremity of the garden to hide his vexation ; 
where, seeing a clump of beautiful jonquils, he dived at once 
into a flower to soothe himself by honey-gathering. Oh, how 
he enjoyed it ! He loved the flowers and the honey-gathering 
more than ever, and began his accustomed murmur of delight, 
and had serious thoughts of going back at once to the hive as 
usual, when as he was coming out of one of the golden cups, he 
met his old Relation coming out of another. 

" Who would have thought to find you here alone ? " said 
the old Relation, " Where are your companions ? " 

" I scarcely know ; I left them outside the garden." 

" What are they doing ? " 

"... Quarrelling ..." murmured the Traveller-bee. 

"What about?" 

" What they are to do." 

'^ What a pleasant occupation for bees on a sunshiny morn- 
ing ! " said the old Relation, with a sly expression. 

" Don't laugh at me, but tell me what to do," said the puzzled 
Traveller. " What Uncle Collins says about nature and our all 
being alike, sounds very true, and yet somehow we do nothing 
but quarrel when we try to be all alike and equal." 

" How old are you ? " asked the old Relation. 

" Seven days," answered the Traveller, in all the sauciness of 
youth and strength. 

« And how old am I ? " 

" Many months, I am afraid." 

" You are right, I am an oldish bee. Now, my dear friend, 
let us fight ! " 

" Not for the world. I am the stronger, and should hurt 
you." 

" I wonder what makes you ask advice of a creature so much 
weaker than yourself? " 

'* Oh, what can your weakness have to do with your wisdom, 
my good old Relation ? I consult you because I know you 



14 THE LAW OF 

are wise; and I am humbled myself, and feel that I am 
foolish." 

" Old and young — strong and weak — ^wise and foolish — what 
has become of our being alike and equal ? But never mind, we 
can manage. Now let us agree to live together." 

" With all my heart. But where shall we live ? " 

" Tell me first which of us is to decide, if we differ in 
opinion ? " 

" You shall ; for you are wise." 
* " Good ! And who shall collect honey for food ? '' 

"J will; for I am strong." 

" Very well ; and now you have made me a queen, and your- 
self a working-bee ! Ah ! you foolish fellow, won't the old 
home and the old queen do? Don't you see that if even two 
people live together, there must be a head to lead and hands to 
follow ? How much more in the case of a multitude ! " 

Gay was the song of the Traveller-bee as he wheeled over the 
flowers, joyously assenting to the truth of what he heard. 

" Now to my companions," he cried at last. And the 
two flew away together, and sought the knot of discontented 
youngsters outside the garden wall. 

They were still quarrelling, but no energy was left them. 
They were hungry and confused, and many had already flown 
away to work and go home aa usual. 

And very soon afterwards a cluster of happy, buzzing bees, 
headed by the old Relation and the Traveller, were seen return- 
ing with wax-laden thighs to their hive. 

As they were going to enter, they were stopped by one of the 
little sentinels who watch the doorway. 

" Wait," cried he ; "a royal corpse is passing out ! " 

And so it was ; — a dead queen soon appeared in sight, dragged 
along by working-bees on each side ; who, having borne her to 
►the edge of the hive-stand, threw her over for interment. 

" How is this ? what has happened ? " asked the Traveller-bee, 
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in a tone of deep anxiety and emotion : '^ surelj our queen is 
not dead ? " 

'' Oh, no ! '' answered the sentinel ; ^' but there has been some 
accidental confusion in the hive this morning. Some of the cell 
keepers were unluckily absent, and a young queen-bee burst 
through her cell, which ought to have been blocked up for a few 
days longer. Of course the two queens fought till one was 
dead ; and, of course, the weaker one was killed. We shall not 
be able to send off a swarm quite so soon as usual this year; 
but these accidents can't be helped." 

" But this one might have been helped," thought the Travel- 
ler-bee to himself, as with a pang of remorse he remembered 
that he had been the cause of the mischievous confusion. 

*'You see," buzzed the old Relation, nudging up against 
him, — " you see even queens are not equal ! and that there can 
be but one ruler at once ! " 

And the Traveller-bee murmured a heart^wrung " Yes." 

— ^And thus the instincts of nature confirm the reasoning 
conclusions of man. 




THE UNKNOWN LAND. 

" Bat now they desire a bBlter conntry." — Hbbsews, xi, 19. 

e T mattered not to the Sedge Warbler whether it 
^ were night or day ! 

& She built her nest down among the willowB, 

'\ and reeds, and long think herbage that bordered 

J^ the great river's side, and in her sheltered 

covert she sang songs of mirth and rejoicing both by day and 

night 

" Where does the great river go to?" asked the little ones, 
as they peered out of their nest one lovely summer ntght, and 
saw the moonbeams dancing on the waters, as they hurried 
along. Now, the Sedge Warbler could not tell her children 
where the great river went to ; so she laughed, and said they 
must ask the Sparrow who chattered so fast, or the Swallow 
who travelled so far, next time one or other came to perch on 
the willow-tree to rest " And then," said she, " you will hear 
all such stories as these ! " — and thereupon the Sedge Warbler 
tuned her voice to the Sparrow's note, and the little ones almost 
thought the Sparrow was there, the song was ao like his — all 
about towns, and houses, and gardens, and fruit-trees, and cats, 
and guns ; only the Sedge Warbler made the account quite 
confused, for she had never had the patience to sit and listen to 
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the Sparrow, so as really to understand what he said about 
these matters. 

But imperfect as the tale was, it amused the little ones very- 
much, and they tried then to sing like it, and sang till they fell 
asleep ; and when they awoke, they burst into singing again ; 
for, behold ! the eastern sky was red with the dawn, and they 
knew the warm sunbeams would soon send beautiful streaks of 
light in among the reeds and flags that sheltered their happy 
home. 

Now, the Mother-bird would sometimes leave the little ones 
below, and go up into the willow-branches to sing alone ; and 
as the season advanced she did this oflener and of);ener ; and her 
song was plaintive and tender then, for she used to sing to Hie 
tide of the river, as it swept along she knew not whither, and 
think that some day she and her husband and children should 
all be hurrying so onward as the river hurried, — she knew not 
whither also, — ^to the Unknown Land whence she had come. 
Yes ! I may call it the Unknown Land ; for only faint images 
remained upon her mind of the country whence she had flown. 

At flrst she used to sing these ditties only when alone, but 
by degrees she began to let her little ones hear them now and 
then, — ^for were they not going to accompany her ? and was it 
not as well, therefore, to accustom them gradually to think 
about it ? 

Then the little ones asked her where the Unknown Land 
was. But she smiled, and said she could not tell them, for she 
did not know. 

" Perhaps the great river is travelling there all along," 
thought the eldest child. But he was wrong. The great river 
was rolling on hurriedly to a mighty city, where it was to 
stream through the arches of many bridges, and bear on its 
bosom the traffic of many nations ; restless and crowded by day ; 
gloomy, dark, and dangerous by night ! Ah ! what a contrast 
were the day and night of the mighty city, to the day and 
night of the Sedge Warbler's home, where the twenty-four 
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hours of changes God has appointed to nature^ were but so 
many changes of beauty ! 

" Mother, why do you sing songs about another land ? " 
asked a young tender-hearted fledgling one day. " Why 
should we leave the reed-beds and the willow-trees ? Cannot 
we all build nests here, and Hve here always ? Mother, do not 
let us go away anywhere else. I want no other land, and no 
other home but this. There are all the aits in the great river to 
choose from, where we shall each settle ; there can be nothing 
in the Unknown Land more pleasant than the reed-beds and 
the willow-trees here. I am so happy ! — Leave off those 
dreadful songs ! " 

Then the Mother's breast heaved with many a varied thought, 
and she made no reply. So the little one went on, — 

" Think of the red glow in the morning sky, Mother, and 
the soft haze — and then the beautiful rays of warm light across 
the waters! Think of the grand noonday glare, when the 
broad flags and reeds are all burnished over with heat. Think 
of these evenings. Mother, when we can sit about in the 
branches — ^here, there, anywhere — and watch the great sun go 
down behind the sky ; or fly to the aits of the great river, and 
sing in the long green herbage there, and then come home by 
moonlight, and sing till we fall asleep ; and wake singing again, 
if any noise disturb us, if a boat chance to paddle by, or some 
of those strange bright lights shoot up with a noise into the sky 
from distant gardens. Think, even when the rain comes down, 
how we enjoy ourselves, for then how sweet it is to huddle into 
the soft warm nest together, and listen to the drops pattering 
upon the flags and leaves overhead ! Oh, I love this dear, dear 
home so much ! — Sing those dreadful songs about another land 
no more ! " 

Then the Mother said : — 

** Listen to me, my child, and I will sing you another 
song." 

And the Sedge Warbler changed her note, and sang to her 
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tender little one of her own young days^ when she was as happy 
and as gay as now, though not here among the reed-beds : 
and how^ after she had lived and rejoiced in her happiness many 
pleasant months, a voice seemed to rise within her that said — 
'^ This is not your Rest ! " and how she wondered, and tried 
not to listen, and tried to stop where she was, and be happy 
there still. But the voice came oflener and oftener, and louder 
and louder ; and how the dear partner she had chosen heard and 
felt the same ; and how at last they left their home together, 
and came and settled down among the reed-beds of the great 
river. And, oh, how happy she had been ! 

" And where is the place you came from, Mother ? " asked 
the little one. *' Is it anywhere near, that we may go and see 
it?" 

" My child," answered the Sedge Warbler, " it is the Un- 
known Land ! Far, far away, I know : but wherey I do not 
know. Only the voice that called me thence is beginning to 
call again. And, as I was obedient and hopeful once, shall I 
be less obedient and hopeful now — now that I have been so 
happy ? No, my little one, let us go forth to the Unknown 
Land, wherever it may be, in joyful trust." 

" You will be with me ) — so I will," murmured the little 
Sedge Warbler in reply ; and before she went to sleep she 
joined her young voice with her mother's in the song of the 
Unknown Land. 

One.day afterwards, when the parent birds had gone off to 
the sedgy banks of a neighbouring stream, another of the young 
ones flew to the topmost branches of some willow-trees, and, 
delighted with his position, began to sing merrily, as he swung 
backwards and forwards on a bough. Many were the songs 
he tried, and well enough he succeeded for his age, and at last 
he tried the song of the Unknown Land, 

** A pretty tune, and a pretty voice, and a pretty singer ! " 
remarked a Magpie, who unluckily was crossing the country 
at the time, and whose mischievous spirit made him stop to 
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amuse himself^ by showing off to the young one his superior 
wisdom^ as he thought it. 

'^ I have been in many places, and even once was domesti- 
cated about the house of a human creature, so that I am a 
pretty good judge of singing/' continued Mr. Mag, with a cock 
of his tail, as he balanced himself on a branch near the Sedge 
Warbler ; " but, upon my word, I have seldom heard a prettier 
song than yours — only I wish you would tell me what it is all 
about." 

" It is about the Unknown Land," answered the young 
Warbler, with modest pleasure, and very innocently. 

" Do I hear you right, my little friend ? " inquired the 
Magpie, with mock solemnity — " The Unknown Land, did you 
say ? Dear, dear ! to think of finding such abstruse philosophy 
among the marshes and ditches! It is quite a treat! And 
pray, now, what is there that you can tell an odd old fellow like 
me, who am always anxious to improve myself, about this Un- 
known Land ? " 

*' I don't know, except that we are going there some day," 
answered the Sedge Warbler, rather confused by the Magpie's 
manner. 

" Now, that is excellent ! " returned the Magpie, chuckling 
with laughter. " How I love simplicity ! and, really, you are 
a choice specimen of it, Mr. Sedge Warbler. So you are think- 
ing of a journey to this Unknown Land, always supposing, of 
course, my sweet little friend, that you can find the way to it, 
which; between you and me, I think there must naturally be 
some doubt about, under the circumstances of the place itself 
being unknown! . Good evening to you, pretty Mr. Sedge 
Warbler. I wish you a pleasant journey ! " 

'* Oh, stop, stop ! " cried the young bird, now quite dis- 
tressed by the Magpie's ridicule ; " don't go just yet, pray. 
Tell me what you think yourself about the Unknown Land." 

" Oh, you little wiseacre, are you laughing at me ? Why, 
what can any body, even so clever a creature as yourself, think 
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about an unknown thing ? You can gvsssj I admit, anything 
70U please about it, and so could I, if I thought it worth while 
to waste my time so foolishly. But you will never get beyond 
guessing in such a case — at all events, I confess my poor abilities 
can't pretend to do anything more/' 

" Then you are not going there yourself? " murmured the 
overpowered youngster. 

'' Certainly not. In the first place, I am quite contented 
where I am ; and, in the second place, I am not quite so easy 
of belief as you seem to be. How do I know there is such a 
place as this Unknown Land at all ? ** 

** My father and mother told me that," answered the Sedge 
Warbler, with more confidence. 

" Oh, your father and mother told you, did they ? " sneered 
the Magpie, scornfully. '^ And you're a good little bird, and 
believe everything your father and mother tell you. And if 
they were to tell you you were going to live up in the moon, 
you would believe them, I suppose ? " 

" They never deceived me yet ! " cried the young Sedge 
Warbler firmly, his feathers ruffling with indignation as he 
spoke. 

" Hoity, toity ! what's the matter now, my dainty little 
cock? Who said your father and mother had ever deceived 
you ? But, without being a bit deceitful, I take the liberty to 
inform you that they may be extremely ignorant. And I shall 
leave you to decide which of the two, yourself; for, I declare, 
one gets nothing but annoyance by trying to be good-natured to 
you countrified yoimg fellows. You are not fit to converse 
with a bird of any experience and wisdom. So, once for all, 
good-bye to you ! " 

And the Magpie flapped his wings, and was gone before the 
Sedge Warbler had half recovered from his fit of vexation. 

There was a decided change in the weather that evening, for 
the summer was now far advanced, and a sudden storm had 
brought cooler breezes and more rain than usual, and the young 
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birds wondered, and were sad, when they saw the dark sky, and 
the swollen river, and felt that there was no warm sunshine to 
dry the wet, as was usual afler a mid-day shower. 

" Why is the sky so cloudy and lowering, and why is the 
river so thick and gloomy, and why is there no sunshine, I 
wonder ? " said one. 

" The sun will shine again to-morrow, I dare say," was the 
Mother's answer ; '' but the days are shortening fast ; and the 
storm has made this one very short 5 and the sun will not get 
through the clouds this evening. Never mind! the wet has 
not hurt the inside of our nest. Get into it, my dear ones, and 
keep warm, while I sing to you about our journey. Silly 
children, did you expect the sunshine to last here for ever ? " 

" I hoped it might, and thought it would, once, but lately I 
have seen a change," answered the young one who had talked 
to her mother so much before. " And I do not mind now, 
Mother. When the sunshine goes, and the wet comes, and the 
river looks dark and the sky black, I think about the Unknown 
Land." 

Then the Mother was pleased, and, perched upon a tall flag 
outside the nest, she sang a hopeful song of the Unknown 
Land ; and the father and children joined — all but one I He, 
poor fellow, would not, could not sing ; but when the voices 
ceased, ^e murmured to his brothers and sisters in the nest — 

" This would be all very pleasant and nice, if we could know 
anything about the Land we talk about." 

** If we were to know too much, perhaps we should never be 
satisfied here," laughed the tender little one, who had formerly 
been so much distressed about going. 

'* But we know nothing f* rejoined the other bird ; " indeed, 
how do we know there is such a place as the Unknown Land at 
all?" 

" We feel that there is, at any rate," answered the Sister-bird. 
'^ I have heard the call our mother tells about, and so must^ou 
have done." 
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" You fancy you have heard it, that is to say," cried the 
Brother ; *' because she told you. It is all fancy, all guess- 
work ; no knowledge ! I could fancy I heard it -too, only I will 
not be so weak and silly ; I will neither think about going, nor 
will I go.'' 

" This is not your Rest,* sang the Mother, in a loud clear 
voice, outside ; and " This is not your Mest" echoed the 
others in sweet unison ; and " This is not your Mest" sounded 
in the depths of the poor little Sedge Warbler's own heart* 

** This is not our Rest ! " repeated the Mother. " The 
river is rushing forward ; the clouds are hurrying onward ; the 
winds are sweeping past, because here is not their Rest. Ask 
the river, ask the clouds, ask the winds where they go to : — 
Another Land ! Ask the great sun, as he descends away out of 
sight, where he goes to: — Another Land! And when the 
appointed time shall come, let us also arise and go hence." 

" Oh ! Mother, Mother, would that I could believe you ! 
Where is that other Land ? " Thus cried the distressed doubter 
in the nest. And then he opened his troubled heart, and told 
what the Magpie had said, and the parent birds listened in 
silence, and when he ceased — 

" Listen to me, my son," exclaimed the Mother, " and I 
will sing you another song." 

Whereupon she spoke once more of the land she had left 
before ; but now the burden of her story was, that she had left 
it without knowing why. She " went out not knowing 
whither," — ^in blind obedience, faith, and hope. As she 
traversed the wide waste of waters, there was no one to give 
her reasons for her flight, or tell her, " This and this will be 
your lot." Could the Magpie have told her, had he met her 
there ? But had she been deceived ? No ! The secret voice 
which had called and led her forth, had been one of Kindness. 
When she came to the reed-beds she knew all about it. For 
then arose the strong desire to settle. Then she and her dear 
partner lived together. And then came the thought that she 
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must build a nest. Ah ! had the Magpie seen her then, build- 
ing a home for children yet unborn, how he would have 
mocked at her ! What could she hnowy he would have asked, 
about the future ? Was it not all guess-rvork, fancy, folly ? But 
had she been deceived ? No ! It was that voice of Kindness 
that had told her what to do. For did she not become the 
happy mother of children ? And was she not now able to com- 
fort and advise her little ones in their troubles ? For, let the 
Magpie say what he would, was it likely that the voice of 
Kindness would deceive them at last ? " No ! '' cried she ; 
" in joyful trust let us obey the call, though now we know not 
why. When obedience and faith are made perfect, it may be 
that knowledge and explanation shall be given." So ended the 
Mother's strain, and no sad misgivings ever clouded the Sedge 
Warbler's home again. 

Several weeks of changing autumn weather followed after 
this, and the chilly mornings and evenings caused the songs of 
departure to sound louder and more cheerily than ever in the 
reed-beds. They knew, they felt, they had confidence, that 
there was joy for them in the Unknown Land. But one dark 
morning, when all were busy in various directions, a sudden 
loud sound startled the young ones from their sports, and in 
terror and confusion they hurried home. The old nest looked 
looser and more untidy than ever that day, for some water had 
oozed in through the half-worn bottom. But they huddled to- 
gether into it, as of old, for safety. Soon, however, it was 
discovered that neither Father nor Mother were there; and 
after waiting in vain some time for their return, the frightened 
young ones flew off again to seek them. 

Oh ! weary, weary search for the missing ones we love ! It 
may be doubted whether the sad reality, when they came upon 
it, exceeded the agony of that hour's suspense. 

It ended, however, at last ! On a patch of long rank herbage 
which covered a mud bank, so wet that the cruel sportsman 
could not follow to secure his prey, lay the stricken parent 

£ 
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birds. One was already dead^ but the mother still lived, and 
as her children's wail of sorrow sounded in her ear, she mur- 
mured out a last gentle strain of hope and comfort. 

" Away, away, my darlings, to the Unknown Land. The 
voice that has called to all our race before, and never but for 
kindness, is calling to you now ! Obey ! Go forth in joyful 
trust ! Quick ! Quick ! There's no time to be lost ! " 

" But my Father — you — oh, my Mother!" cried the 
young ones. 

" Hush, sweet ones, hush ! We cannot be with you there. 
But there may, be some other Unknown Land which this may 
lead to ; " and the Mother laid her head against her wounded 
side and died. 

Long before the sunbeams could pierce the heavy haze of the 
next autumn morning, the young Sedge. Warblers rose for the 
last time over their much loved reed-beds, and took flight — 
" they knew not whither." 

Dim and imdeflned hope, perhaps, they had, that they might 
find their parents again in the Unknown Land. And if one 
pang of grief struck them when these hopes ended, it was but 
for a moment, for, said the Brother-bird — 

" There may be some other Unknown Land, better even 
than this, to which they may be gone." 
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" Canst thou by Bearching find out God ?" — Job li. T. 

^ T was but the banging of the door, blown to by 
S a current of wind from the open window, that 
^ made that great noise, and shook the room bo 
■\ much ! 

i^ The room waa a Naturalist's library, and it 
was a pity that some folio books of specimens had been left so 
near the edge of the great table, for, when the door clapt to, 
they fell down, and many plants, seaweeds, &c., were scattered 
on the floor. 

And, " Do we meet once again ? " said a Zoophyte to a Sea- 
weed (a Corallina) in whose company he had been thrown 
ashore, — " Do we meet once again? This la a real pleasure, 
What strange adventures we have gone through since the waves 
flung us on the sands together 1 " 

" Ay, indeed," replied the Seaweed, " and what a queer 
place we have come to at last ! Well, well — but let me first ask 
you how you are this morning, after all the washing, and dry- 
ing, and squeezing, and gumming, we have undei^one?" 

" Oh, pretty well in health, Seaweed, but very, very sad. 
You know there is a great difference between yon me. You 
have little or no cause to be sad. You are juBt the same now 
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that 70a ever were, excepting that 70a can never grow an7 
more. But I! ah, I am onty the skeleton of what I once was ! 
All the meny little creatures that inhabited me are dead and 
dried up. The7 died b7 hundreds at a time soon after I left the 
sea ; and even if the7 had surviyed longer, the nasty fresh 
water we were soaked in b7 the horrid being who picked us 
up, would have killed them at once. What are 70U smiling 
at?^' 

'^ I am smiling/' said the Seaweed, ^' at 70ur calling our new 
master a horrid being, and also at 70iir speaking so positiyel7 
about the little creatures that inhabited 70U.'' 

" And wh7 ma7 I not speak positively of what I know so 
well?'' asked the other. 

*^ Oh, of what you knowy Zoophyte, by all means ! But I 
wonder what we do know I People get very obstinate over 
what they think they know, and then, lo and behold i it turns 
out to be a mistake." 

" What makes you say this?" inquired the Zoophyte; and 
the Seaweed answered, ^^ I have learnt it from a very curious 
creature I have made acquaintance with here — a Bookworm. 
He walks through all the books in this library just as he pleases, 
and picks up a quantity of information, and knows a great deal. 
And he's a mere nothing, he says, compared to the creature 
who picked us up — ^the ' horrid being,' as you call him. Why, 
my dear friend, the Bookworm tells me that he who found us 
is a man, and that a man is the most wonderful creature in all 
the world ; that there is nothing in the least like him. And 
this particular one here is a Naturalist ; that is, he knows all 
about living creatures, and plants, and stones, and I don't know 
what besides. Now, wouldn't you say that it was a great ho- 
nour to belong to him, and to have made acquaintance with his 
friend the Bookworm ? " 

" Of course I should, and do—" the Zoophyte replied. 

" Very well," continued his companion, " I knew you would; 
and yet I can tell you that this Naturalist and his Bookworm 
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are just instances of what I have been saying. They fancy that 
betwixt them they know nearly everything, and get as obstinate 
as possible over the most ridiculous mistakes.'^ 

" My good friend Seaweed, are you a competent judge in 
such matters as these ? " 

*^ Oh, am I not ! " the Seaweed rejoined. " Why now, for 
instance, what do you think the Bookworm and I have been 
quarrelling about half the morning ? Actually as to whether I 
am an animal or a vegetable. He declares that I am an animal 
full of little living creatures like yours, and that there is a long 
account of all this written on the page opposite the one on which 
I am gummed ! " 

" Of all the nonsense I ever listened to ! " began the Zoo- 
phyte, angrily, yet amused — but he was interrupted by the 
Seaweed — 

*' And as for you — I am almost ashamed to tell you — ^that 
you and all your family and connections were, for generations 
and generations, considered as vegetables. It is only lately that 
these Naturalists found out that you were an animal. May I 
not well say that people get very obstinate about what they 
think they know, and after all it turns out to be a mistake ? As 
for me, I am quite confused with these blunders." 

*' O dear, how disappointed I am ! " murmured the Zoophyte. 
*' I thought we had really fallen into the hands of some very 
interesting creatures. I am very, very sorry ! It seemed so 
nice that there should be wonderful, wise beings, who spend 
their time in finding out all about animals, and plants, and such 
things, and keep us all in these beautiful books so carefully. I 
liked it so much ; and now I find the wonderfully wise crea- 
tures are wonderfully stupid ones instead." 

" Very much so," laughed the Seaweed, " though our learned 
friend, the Bookworm, would tell you quite otherwise ; but he 
gets quite muddled when he talks about them, poor fellow ! " 

" It is very easy to ridicule your betters," said a strange 
voice ; and the Bookworm, who had just then eaten his way 
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through the back of Lord Bacon's Advancement of Learning y 
appeared sitting outside, listening to the conversation. ** I shall 
be sorry that I have told you anything, if you make such a bad 
use of the little bit of knowledge you have acquired." 

'* Oh, I beg your pardon, dear friend ! " cried the Seaweed. 
" I meant no harm. You see it is quite new to us to learn 
anything ; and, really, if I laughed, you must excuse me. I 
meant no harm — only I do happen to know — really for a fact — 
that I never was alive with little creatures like my friend the 
Zoophyte ; and he happens to know — really for a fact — that he 
never was a vegetable ; and so you see it made us smile to think 
of your wonderful creature, man, making such wonderfully odd 
mistakes." 

At this the Bookworm smiled; but he soon shook his head 
gravely, and said — " All the mistakes man makes, man can 
discover and correct — I mean, of course, all the mistakes he 
makes about creatures inferior to himself, whom he learns to 
know from his own observation. He may not observe quite 
carefully enough one day, but he may put all right when he 
looks next time. I never give up a statement when I know it 
is true : and so I tell you again — laugh as much as you please 
— that, in spite of all his mistakes, man is, without exception, 
the most wonderful and the most clever of all the creatures 
upon earth ! " 

" You will be a clever creature yourself if you can prove it!" 
cried both the Zoophyte and Seaweed at once. 

'* The idea of taking me with my hundreds of living inhabi- 
tants for a vegetable ! " sneered the Zoophyte. 

'* And me with my vegetable inside, covered over with lime, 
for an animal ! " smiled the Seaweed. 

Bookworm. " Ah ! have your laugh out, and then listen. 
But, my good friends, if you had worked your way through as 
many wise books as I have done, you would laugh less and 
know more." 

Zoophyte, " Nay, don't be angry. Bookworm." 
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Bookworm, " Oh, I'm not angry a bit. I know too well 
the cause of all the folly you are talking, so I excuse you. And 
I am now puzzling my head to find out how I am to prove what 
I have said about the superiority of man, so as to make you 
understand it.'' 

Seaweed. " Then you admit there is a little difficulty in 
proving it ? Even you confess it to be rather puzzling." 

Bookworm. '* I do ; but the difficulty does not lie where you 
think it does. I am sorry to say it — but the only thing that 
prevents your understanding the superiority of man, is your 
own immeasurable inferiority to him ! However many mistakes 
he may make about you^ he can ' correct them all by a little 
closer or more patient observation. But no observation can 
make you understand what man is. You are quite within the 
grasp oikis powers, but ke is quite beyond the reach of yours.'^ 

Seaweed. "You are not over-civil, with all your learning, 
Mr. Bookworm." 

Bookworm. " I do not mean to be rude, I assure you. You 
are both of you very beautiful creatures, and, I dare say, very 
useful too. But you should not fancy either that you do know 
everytliing, or that you are able to know everything. And, 
above all, you should not dispute tlie superiority and powers of 
another creature merely because you cannot understand them." 

Seaweed. " And am I then to believe all the long stories 
anybody may choose to come and tell me about the wonderful 
powers of other creatures ? — and, when I inquire what those 
wonderful powers are, am I to be told that I can't understand 
them, but am to believe them all the same as if I did ? " 

Bookworm. " Certainly not, unless the wonderful powers 
are proved by wonderful results ; but if they are, I advise you 
to believe in them, whether you understand them or not." 

Seaweed. " I should like to know how I am to believe what 
I don't understand." 

Bookworm. " Very well, then, don't ! and remain an igno- 
rant fool all your life. Of course, you can't really understand 
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anything but what is within the narrow limits of your own 
powers ; so^ if you choose to make those powers the limits of 
your belief, I wish you joy, for you certainly won't be over- 
burdened with knowledge." 

Seaweed. '^ I will retort upon you that it is very easy to be 
contemptuous to your inferiors, Mr. Bookworm. You would 
do much better to try and explain to me those wonderful powers 
themselves, and so remove all the difficulties that stand in the 
way of my belief." 

Bookworm. " If I were to try ever so much, I should not 
succeed. You can't understand even my superiority." 

Seaweed. " Oh, Bookworm 1 now you are growing con- 
ceited." 

Bookworm. " Indeed I am not ; but you shall judge for 
yourself. I can do many things you can't do ; among others, 
I can «ee." 

Seaweed. " What is that ? " 

Bookworm. " There, now I I knew I should puzzle you 
directly ! Why, seeing is something that I do with a very 
curious machine in my head, called an eye. But as you have 
not got an eye, and therefore cannot see, how am I to make you 
understand what seeing is ? " 

Seaweed. " Why, you can tell us, to be sure." 

Bookworm, " Tell you what ? I can tell you I see. I can 
say. Now I see, now I see, as I walk over you and see the 
little bits of you that fall under my small eye. Indeed, I can 
also tell you what I see ; but how will that teach you what 
seeing is ? You have got no eye, and therefore you can't see, 
and therefore also you can never know what seeing is." 

Zoophyte. " Then why need we believe there is such a thing 
as seeing ? " 

Bookworm. " Oh, pray, don't believe it ! I don't know why 
you should, I am sure ! There's no harm at all in being ignorant 
and narrow-minded. I am sure I had much rather you took 
no further trouble in the matter ; for you are, both of you, very 
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testy and tiresome. It is from nothing but pride and vanity, 
too, after all. You want to be in a higher place in creation 
than you are put in, and no good ever comes of that. If you 
would be content to learn wonderful things in the only way that 
is open to you, I should have a great deal of pleasure in telling 
you more." 

Zoophyte, '^ And pray what way is that ? " 

Bookworm, " Why, from the effects produced by them. As 
I said before, even where you cannot understand the wonderful 
powers themselves, you may have the grace to believe in their 
existence, from their wonderful results.'' 

Seaweed, " And the results of what you call * seeing ' are — " 

" In man," interrupted the Bookworm, " that he gets to 
know everything about you, and all the creatures, and plants, 
and stones he looks at; so that he knows your shape, and 
growth, and colour, and all about the cells of the little creatures 
that live in you — ^how many feelers they have, what they live 
upon, how they catch their food, how the eggs come out of the 
egg-cells, where you live, where you are to be found, what 
other Zoophytes are related to you, which are most like you — 
in short, the most minute particulars ; — so that he puts you into 
his collections, not among strange creatures, but near to those 
you are nearest related to ; and he describes you, and makes 
pictures of you, and gives you a name so that you are known 
for the same creature, wherever you are found, all over the 
world. And now, I'm quite out of breath with telling you all 
these wonderful results of seeing." 

*^ But he once took me for a vegetable," mused the Zoophyte. 

"Yes; as I said before, he had not observed quite close 
enough, nor had he then invented a curious instrument which 
enables his great big eye to see such little fellows as your inhabi- 
tants are. But when he made that instrument, and looked very 
carefully, he saw all about you." 

" Ay, but he still calls me an animal," observed tho Seaweed. 

" I know he does, but I am certain he will not do so long ! 

F 
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If you are a vegetable^ I will warrant him to find it out when 
he examines you a little more/' 

" You expect us to believe strange things, Bookworm/' ob- 
served the Zoophyte. 

^' To be sure, because there is no end of strange things for 
you to believe ! And what you can't find out for yourself, you 
must take upon trust from your betters," laughed the Book- 
worm. '^ It's the only plan. Observation and Revelation are 
the sole means of acquiring knowledge.^* 

Just at that moment the door opened, and two gentlemen 
entered the room. 

" Ah, my new specimens on the floor ! " observed the Na- 
turalist ; ^^ but UQver mind," added he, as he picked them up, 
" here is the very one we wanted ; it will serve admirably for 
our purpose. I shall only sacrifice a small branch of it, 
though." 

And the Naturalist cut oS a little piece of the Seaweed and 
laid it in a saucer, and poured upon it some liquid from a bottle, 
and an effervescence began to take place forthwith, and the Sea- 
weed's limy coat began to give way ; and the two gentlemen 
sat watching the result. 

" Now," whispered the Bookworm to the Zoophyte, *' those 
two men are looking closely at your Seaweed friend, and 
trying what they call experiments, that they may find out what 
he is ; and if they do not succeed, I will give up all my argu- 
ments in despair." 

But they did succeed ! 

The gentlemen watched on till all the lime was dissolved, 
and there was nothing lefl in the saucer but a delicate red 
branch with little round things upon it, that looked like tiny 
apples. 

"This is the fruit decidedly," remarked the Naturalist; 
" and now we will proceed to examine it through the micro- 
scope." 

And they did so. 
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And an hour or more passed, and a sort of sleepy forgetfii]- 
ness came over the Bookworm and his two friends ; for they 
had waited till they were tired for further remarks from the 
Naturalist. And, tlierefore, it was with a start they were aroused 
at last by hearing him exclaim, ^' It is impossible to entertain 
the slightest doubt. If I ever had any, I have none now ; and 
the coraUinas must be removed back once more to their position 
among vegetables ! " * 

The Naturalist laughed as he loosened the gum from the 
specimen, which he placed on a fresh paper, and classed among 
Red Seaweeds. And soon after, the two gentlemen left the 
room once more. 

" So he has really found our friend out ! " cried the Zoo- 
phyte ; " and he was right about the fruit too ! Oh, Book- 
worm, Bookworm, would that I could know what seeing is ! " 

** Oh, Zdophyte, Zoophyte ! I wish you would not waste 
your time in struggling after the unattainable ! You know 
what feeling is. Well, I would tell you that seeing is something 
of the same sort as feeling, only that it is quite different. Will 
that do ? " 

" It sounds like nonsense." 

*^ It is nonsense. There can be no answer but nonsense, if 
you want to imderstand * really for a fact,' as you call it, powers 
that are above you. Explain to the rock on which you grow, 
vrhat feeling is ! " 

" How could I ? " said the Zoophyte ; " it has no sensation." 

" No more than you have sight," rejoined the Bookworm. 

" That is true indeed," cried the Zoophyte. " Bookworm ! 
I am satisfied — humbled, I must confess, but satisfied. And 
now I will rejoice in our position here, glory in our new mas- 
ter, and admire his wonderful powers, even while I cannot un- 
derstand them." 

" I am proud of my disciple," returned the Bookworm kindly. 

" I also am one of them," murmured the Seaweed ; " but tell 
me now, are there any other strange powers in man ? " 
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'^ Several," was the Bookworm's answer ; " but to be really 
known they must be possessed. A lower power cannot compass 
the full understanding of a higher. But to limit one's belief to 
the bounds of one's own small powers^ would be to. tie oneself 
down to the foot of a tree, and deny the existence of its upper 
branches.'* 

'^ There are no powers beyond those that man possesses, I 
suppose/' mused the Zoophyte. 

" I am far from saying that," replied the Bookworm ; " on 
the contrary — " 

But what he would have said further no one knows, for 
once more the door opened, and the Naturalist, who now re- 
turned alone, spent his evening in putting by the specimens in 
their separate volumes on the shelves. And it was a long, long 
time before the Bookworm saw them again ; for the volumes in 
which they were kept were boimd in Russia leather, to the 
smell of which he had a particular dislike, so that he never could 
make his way to them for a friendly chat again. 




TBAINING AND RESTRAINING. 

" Trsia up a child in the way be ihoold go."— Pbov. uii. S. 

4HAT a fuse is made about you, my dear little 

/ friends ! " murmured the Wind, one day, to 

\ the flowers in a pretty villa garden, " I am 

Z really quite surpnsed at your submitting so 

' patiently and meekly to all the troublesome 

things that are done to you ! I have been watching your friend 

the Gardener for some time to-day ; and now that he is gone 

at last, I am quite curious to hear what you think and feel about 

your unnatural bringing up." 

" Is it unnatural ? " inquired a beautifiil ConvoWulus Major, 
from the top of a tapering fir-pole, up which she had crept, and 
from which her velvet flowers hung suspended like purple 
gems. 

" I smile at your question," was the answer of the Wind. 
" You surely cannot suppose that in a natural state you would 
be forced to climb regularly up one tall bare sdck such as I see 
yon upon now. Oh dear, no ! Your cousin, the wild Convol- 
vulus, whom I left in the fields this morning, does no such 
thing, I assure you. She runs along and climbs about, just as 
the whim takes her. Sometimes she takes a turn upon the 
ground; sometimes she enters a hedge, and plays at bo-peep 
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with the birds in the thorn and nut-trees — twisting here, curling 
there, and at last, perhaps coming out at the top, and over- 
hanging the hedge with a canopy of green leaves and pretty 
white flowers, A very different sort of life from yours, with a 
Gardener always after you, trimming you in one place, fasten- 
ing up a stray tendril in another, and fidgeting you all along — 
a sort of perpetual 'mustn't go here' — * mustn't go there.' , 
Poor thing ! I quite feel for you ! Still I must say you make ^ 
me smile ; for you look so proud and self-conscious of beauty 
all the time, that one would think you did not know in what a 
ridiculous and dependent position you are placed." 

Now the Convolvulus was quite abashed by the words of the 
Wind, for she was conscious of feeling very conceited that 
morning, in consequence of having heard the Gardener say 
something very flattering about her beauty ; so she hung down 
her rich bell-flowers rather lower than usual, and made no 
reply. 

But the Carnation put in her word : " What you say about 
the Convolvulus may be true enough, but it cai^not apply to 
me. I am not aware that I have any poor relations in this 
country, and I myself certainly require all the care that is 
bestowed upon me. This climate is both too cold and too damp 
for me. My young plants require heat, or they would not live ; 
and the pots we are kept in, protect us from those cruel wire- 
worms who delight to destroy our roots." 

** Oh ! " cried the Wind, " our friend the Carnation is quite 
profound and learned in her remarks, and I admit the justice 
of all she says about damp and cold, and wire-worms ; but," — 
and here the Wind gave a low-toned whistle as he took a turn 
round the flower-bed — " but what I maintain, my dear, is, that 
when you are once strong enough and old enough to be placed 
in the soil, those gardeners ought to let you grow and flourish 
as nature prompts, and as you would do were you left alone. 
But no! forsooth, they must always be clipping, and trim- 
ming, and twisting up every leaf that strays aside out of the 
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trim pattern they have chosen for you to grow in. Why not 
allow your silver tufts to luxuriate in a natural manner ? Why 
must every single flower be tied up by its delicate neck to 
a stick, the moment it begins to open ? Really, with your na- 
tural grace and beauty, I think you might be trusted to yourself 
a little more ! '' 

And the Carnation began to think so too ; and her colour 
turned deeper as a feeling of indignation arose within her at the 
childish treatment to which she had been subjected. '^ With my 
natural grace and beauty/' repeated she to herself, '' they might 
certainly trust me to myself a little more ! " 

Still the Rose-tree stood out that there must be some great 
advantages in a Gku*dener's care ; for she could not pretend to 
be ignorant of her own superiority to all her wild relations in 
the woods. What a difference in size, in colour, and in fra- 
grance! 

Then the Wind assured the Rose he never meant to dispute 
the advantage of her living in a rich-soiled garden ; only there 
was a natural way of growing, even in a garden; and he 
thought it a great shame for the gardeners to force the Rose- 
tree into an t^nnatural way, curtailing all the energies of her 
nature. What could be more outrageous, for example, than to 
see one rose growing in the shape of a bush on the top of the 
stem of another ? " Think of all the pruning necessary," cried 
he, '' to keep the poor thing in the round shape so much ad- 
mired. And what is the matter with the beautiful straggling 
branches, that they are to be cut off as fast as they appear ? 
Why not allow the healthy Rose-tree its free and glorious 
growth ? Why thwart its graceful droopings or its high aspir- 
ings ? Can it be too large or too luxuriant ? Can its flowers 
be too numerous? Oh, Rose-tree, you know your own sur- 
passing merits too well to make you think this possible ! " 

And so she did, and a new light seemed to dawn upon her 
as she recollected the spring and autiminal prunings she regu- 
larly underwent, and the quantities of litde branches that were 
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yearly cut from her sides, and carried away in a wheelbarrow. 
'^ It is a cruel and a monstrous system, I fear/' said she. 

Then the Wind took another frolic round the garden, and 
made up to the large white Lily, into whose refined ear he 
whispered a doubt as to the necessity or advantage of her thick 
powerful stem being propped up against a stupid, ugly stick ! 
He really grieved to see it ! Did that lovely creature suppose 
that Nature, who had done so much for her that the fame of her 
beauty extended throughout the world, had yet left her so weak 
and feeble that she could not support herself in the position 
most calculated to give her ease and pleasure ? " Always this 
tjring up and restraint ! *' pursued the Wind, with an angry 
puff. " Perhaps I am prejudiced ; but as to be deprived of 
freedom would be to me absolute death, so my soul revolts from 
every shape and phase of slavery ! " 

" Not more than mine doeg ! *' cried the proud white Lily, 
leaning as heavily as she could against the strip of matting that 
tied her to her stick. But it was of no use — she could not get 
free; and the Wind only shook his sides, and laughed spite- 
fully as he left her, and then rambled away to talk the same 
shallow philosophy to the Honeysuckle that was trained up 
against a wall. Indeed, not a flower escaped his mischievous 
suggestions. He murmured among them all — laughed the trim 
cut Box-edges to scorn — ^maliciously hoped the Sweet-peas en- 
joyed growing in a circle, and running up a quantity of crooked 
sticks — and told the flowers, generally^ that he should report 
their unheard-of submission and meek obodience wherever he 
went. 

Then the white Lily called out to him in great wrath, and 
told him he mistook their characters altogether. They only sub- 
mitted to these degrading restraints because they could not help 
themselves ; but if he would lend them his powerful aid, they 
might free themselves from at least a part of the unnatural bonds 
which enthralled them. 

To which the wicked Wind, seeing that his temptations had 
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succeeded^ replied, in great glee, that lie would do bis best ; and 
so he went away, chuckling at the discontent he had caused. 

All that night the pretty silly flowers bewailed their slavish 
condition, and longed for release and freedom : and at last they 
began to be afraid that the Wind had only been jesting with 
them, and that he would never come to help them, as he had 
promised. However, they were mistaken ; for, at the edge of 
the dawn, there began to be a sighing and a moaning in the 
distant woods, and by the time the sun was up, the clouds were 
driving fast along the sky, and the trees were bending about in 
all directions ; for the Wind had returned, — only now he had 
come in his roughest and wildest mood, — knocking over every- 
thing before him. " Now is your time, pretty flowers ! " 
shouted he, as he approached the garden ; and " Now is our 
time ! *' echoed the flowers tremulously, as, with a sort of fear- 
ful pleasure, they awaited his approach. 

He managed the affair very cleverly, it must be confessed. 
Making a sort of eddying circuit round the garden, he knocked 
over the Convolvulus-pole, tore the strips of bast from the stick 
that held up the white Lily, loosed all the Carnation flowers 
irom their fastenings, broke the Rose-tree down, and levelled 
the Sweet-peas to the ground. In short, in one half-hour he 
desolated the pretty garden 5 and when his work was accom- 
plished, he flew off to rave about his deed of destruction in other 
countries. 

Meanwhile, how fared it with the flowers ? The Wind was 
scarcely gone before a sudden and heavy rain followed, so that 
all was confusion for some time. But towards the evening the 
weather cleared up, and our friends began to look around them. 
The white Lily still stood somewhat upright, though no friendly 
pole supported her juicy stem ; but, alas ! it was only by a pain- 
ful effort she could hold herself in that position. The Wind 
and the weight of rain had bent her forward once, beyond her 
strength, and there was a slight crack in one part of the stalk, 
which told that she must soon double over and trail upon the 

G 
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ground. The Convolvulus fared still worse. The garden beds 
sloped towards the south ; and when our friend was laid on the 
earth — her pole having fallen — ^her lovely flowers were choked 
up by the wet soil which drained towards her. She felt the 
muddy weight as it soaked into her beautiful velvet bells, and 
could have cried for grief j she could never free herself from 
this nuisance. O that she were once more climbing up the 
friendly fir-pole ! The Honeysuckle escaped no better ; and the 
Carnation was ready to die of vexation, at finding that her co- 
veted freedom had levelled her to the dirt. 

Before the day closed, the Gkirdener came whistling from his 
farm work, to look over his pretty charges. He expected to see 
a few drooping flowers, and to find that one or two fastenings 
had given way. But for the sight that awaited him he was not 
prepared at all. Struck dumb with astonishment, he never 
spoke at first, but kept lifting up the heads of the trailing, dir- 
tied flowers in succession. Then at last he broke out into words 
of absolute sorrow : — " And to think of my mistress and the 
young lady coming home so soon, and that nothing can be done 
to these poor things for a fortnight, because of the com har- 
vest ! It's all over with them, I fear ; '' and the Grardener went 
his way. 

Alas ! what he said was true ; and before many days had 
passed, the shattered Carnations were rotted with lying in the 
wet and dirt on the ground. The white Lily was languishing 
discoloured on its broken stalk ; the Convolvulus' flowers could 
no longer be recognized, they were so coated over with mud 
stains; the Honeysuckle was trailing along among battered 
Sweet-peas, who never could succeed in shaking the soil 
from their fragrant heads; and though the Rose-tree had 
sent out a few straggling branches, she soon discovered that 
they were far too weak to bear flowers — nay, almost to support 
themselves — so that they added neither to her beauty nor her 
comfort. Weeds meanwhile sprang up, and a dreary confusion 
reigned in the once orderly and brilliant little garden. 
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At length, one day before the fortnight was over, the house- 
dog was heard to bark his noisy welcome, and servants bustled 
to and fro. The mistress had returned ; and the young lady 
was with her, and hurried at once to her favourite garden. She 
came bounding towards the well-known spot with a song of 
joyous delight ; but, on reaching it, suddenly stopt short, and 
in a minute after burst into a flood of tears ! Presently, with 
sorrowing steps, she bent her way round the flower-beds, weep- 
ing afresh at every one she looked at ; and then she sat down 
upon the lawn, and hid her face in her hands. In this position 
she remained, until a gentle hand was laid upon her shoulder. 

'^ This is a sad spectacle, indeed, my darling," said her mo- 
ther's voice. 

" Never mind about the garden, mamma," replied the young 
girl, lifting up her tearful face ; " we can plant new flowers, and 
tie up even some of these afresh. But what I have been think- 
ing is, that now, at last, I quite understand what you have so 
oft;en said about the necessity of training, and restraint, and 
culture, for us as well as for flowers, in a fallen world. The 
wind has torn away these poor things from their fastenings, and 
they are growing wild whichever way they please. I know I 
should once have argued, that if it were their natural mode of 
growing it must therefore be the best. But I cannot say so, 
now that I see the result. They are doing whatever they like, 
unrestrained; and the end is, that my beautiful garden is 
turned into a wilderness." 




THE LIGHT OF TRUTH. 

"We know that all things work together for good."— Kom. viU. 28, 

iETESTABLE phantom ! " cried the traveller, 
Bs his horee sank with him into the morass; 
" to what a miserable end have jou lured me~ 
by your treacherouB light ! " 
"The same old story for eTer!" mutter- 
ed the Will-o'-the-Wisp in reply. " Always 
throwing blame on others for troubles you have brought upon 
yourself. What more could have been done for yon, unhappy 
creature, than I have done ? All the weary night through have 
I danced on the edge of this morass, to save you and others 
from ruin. If you have rushed in further and further, like a 
headstrong fool, in spite of my warning light, who is to blame 
but yourself? " 

" I ant an unhappy creature, indeed," rejoined the traveller: 
** I took your light for a friendly lamp, but have been deceived 
to my destruction." 

"Yet not by me" cried the Will-o'-the-Wiap, anxiously. 
" I work out my appointed business carefully and ceaselessly. 
My light is ever a friendly lamp to the wise. It misleads none 
but the headstrong and ignorant." 

" Headstrong ! ignorant ! " excl^med the Statesman, for 
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such the traveller was. " How little do you know to whom you 
are speaking ! Trusted by my King — ^honoured by my country 
— the leader of her councils — ah, my country, my poor coun- 
try, who will take my place and guide you when I am gone ? " 

" A guide who cannot guide himself! Misjudging, misled, 
and — though wise, perhaps, in the imperfect laws of society — 
ignorant in the glorious laws of Nature and of Truth — who will 
miss you, presumptuous being? You have mistaken the light 
that warned you of danger, for the star that was to guide you to 
safety. Alas for your country, if no better leader than you can 
be found ! " 

The Statesman never spoke again, and the Will-o'-the-Wisp 
danced back to the edge of the black morass ; and as he flick- 
ered up and down, he mourned his luckless fate — always trying 
to do good — so often vilified and misjudged. " Yet," said he 
to himself, as he sent out his beams through the cheerless night, 
" I will not cease to try ; who knows but that I may save some- 

body yet ! But what an ignorant world I live in ! " 

« , « « « « « 

"Cruel monster!" shrieked the beautiful Girl in wild de- 
spair, as her feet plunged into the swamp, and she struggled in 
vain to find firmer ground, "you have betrayed me to my 
death ! " 

" Ay, ay, I said so ! It is always some one else who is to 
blame, and never yourself, when pretty fools like you deceive 
themselves. You call me ' monster ' — why did you follow a 
* monster' into a swamp?" cried the poor Will-o'-the-Wisp 
angrily. 

" I thought my betrothed had come out to meet me. I mis- 
took your hateful light for his. Oh, cruel fiend, I know you 
now ! Must I die so young, so fair ? Must I be torn from life, 
and happiness, and love ? Ay, dance ! dance on in your savage 

joy." 

" Fool as you are, it is no joy to me to see you perish," an- 
swered the Will-o'-the-Wisp. " It is my appointed law to warn 
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and save those who will be warned. It is my appointed sorrow, 
I suppose, that the recklessness and ignorance of such as you, 
persist in disregarding that law, and turning good into evil. I 
shone bright and brighter before you as you advanced, entreat^ 
ing you, as it were, to be warned. But, in wilfulness, you 
pursued me to your ruin. What cruel mother brought you up, 
and did not teach you to distinguish the steady beam that guides 
to happiness, from the wandering brilliancy that bodes destruc- 
tion ? " 

" My poor mother ! " wept the Maiden ; " what words are 
these you speak of her? But you, in your savage life, know 
nothing of what she has done for me, her only child. Mistress 
of every accomplishment that can adorn and delight society, 
my lightest word, my very smile, is a law to the world we move 
in." 

'^ Even so ! Accomplished in fleeting and fantastic arts that 
leave no memorial behind them — unacquainted with the beauty 
and purposes of the realities around you, which work from 
age to age in silent mercy for gracious ends, and put to shame 
the toil that has no aim or end. Oh, that you had but known 
the law by which I live ! *' 

The Maiden spoke no more, and soon even ceased to struggle. 
The Will-o'-the-Wisp danced back yet another time to the edge 
of the black morass ; " for," said he, " I may save somebody 
yet. But what a foolish world I live in ! " 

«««««« 

" The old Squire should mend these here roads," observed 
HobbinoU the Farmer to his son Colin, as they drove slowly 
home from market in a crazy old cart, which shook about with 
such jerks, that little Colin tried in vain to keep curled up in a 
comer. It was hard to say whether the fault was most in the 
roads, — though they were rather rutty, it must be owned,^-or 
in the stumbling old pony who went from side to side, or in the 
not very sober driver, who seemed unable at times to distinguish 
the reins apart, so that he gave sudden pulls, first one way 



48 THE LIGHT OF TRUTH. 

and then the other. But through all these troubles it com- 
forted the Farmer's heart to lay all the blame on the Squire for 
the bad roads that led across the boggy moor. Colin, however, 
took but little interest in the matter; but at length, when a 
more violent jerk than usual threw him almost sprawling on 
the bottom of the cart, he jumped up, laid hold of the side 
planks, and began to look around him with his half-sleepy eyes, 
trying to find out where they were. At last he said, " She's 
coming, father." 

" Who's coming? " shouted Hobbinoll. 

" T' mother," answered Colin. 

" What's she coming for, I wonder," said Hobbinoll ; " we've 
enough in the cart without her." 

"But you're going away from her, father," expostulated 
Colin, half-crying. " I see her with the lanthorn, and she'll 
light us home. You can*t see, father ; let me have the reins." 
But Hobbinoll i^efused to give up the reins, though he was not 
very fit to drive. In the struggle, however, he caught sight of 
the light which Colin took for his mother's lanthorn. 

" And is tliat the fool's errand you'd be going after ? " cried 
he, pointing with his whip to the light. " It's lucky for you, 
young one, you have not had the driving of us home to-night, 
though you think you can do anything, I know. A precious 
home it would have been at the bottom of the sludgy pool 
yonder, for that's where you'd have got us to at last. Yon 
light is the Will-o'-the-Wisp, that's always trying to mislead 
folks. Bad luck befal him ! I got halfway to him once when 
I was a young'un, but an old neighbour who'd once been in 
himself was going by just then, and called me back. He's a 
villain is that sham-faced Will-o'-the-Wisp." 

With these words the Farmer struck the pony so harshly 
with his heavy whip, twitching the reins convulsively at the 
same time, at the mere memory of his adventure in the bog, that 
little Colin was thrown up and down like a ball, and the cart 
rolled forward \n and out of the ruts at such a pace, that Hob- 
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binoU got home to his wife sooner than she ever dared to hope 
for on market evenings. 

" They are safe," observed the Will-o'-the-Wisp, as the cart 
moved on, '^ and that is the great point gained ! But such 
wisdom is mere brute experience. In their ignorance they would 
have struck the hand that helped them. Nevertheless, I will 
try again, for I may yet save some one else. But what a rude 
and ungrateful world I live in ! '' 



" I see a light at last, papa ! " shouted a little Boy on a 
Shetland pony, as he rode by his Father's side along the moor. 
'^ I am so glad ! There is either a cottage or a friendly man 
with a lanthom who will help us to find our way. Let me go 
after him; I can soon overtake him." And the little Boy 
touched his pony with a whip, and in another minute would 
have been cantering along after the light, but that his Father 
laid a sudden and a heavy hand upon the bridle. 

" Not a step further in that direction, at any rate, if you 
please, my darling." 

^^ Oh, papa ! " expostulated the child, pointing with his hand 
to the light. 

And, " Oh, my son, I see ! " cried the Father, smiling ; " and 
well is it for you that I not only see, but know the meaning of 
what I see at the same time. That light is neither the gleam 
jQrom a cottage, nor yet a friendly man with a lanthom, as you 
think ; though, for the matter of that, the light is friendly enough 
to those who understand it. It shines there to warn us from 
the dangerous part of the bog. Kind old Will-o'-the-Wisp ! " 
pursued the Father, raising his voice, as if calling through the 
darkness into the distance — " Kind old Will-o'-the-Wisp, we 
know what you mean; we will not come near your deathly 
swamps. The old Naturalist knows you well — good-night, and 
thank you for the warning." So saying, the Naturalist turned 
the reins of his son's pony the other way, and they both trotted 

H 
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along, keeping the beaten road as well as they could by the im- 
perfect light. 

" After all, it was more like a lanthom than those pictures of 
the nasty Will-o'-the-Wisp, papa," murmured the little Boy, 
reluctantly urging his pony on. 

" Our fnend is not much indebted to you for the pretty name 
you have called him," laughed the 'Father. "You are of the 
same mind as the poet, who, with the licence of his craft, 
said — 

' Yonder phantom only flies 
To lure thee to thy doom.' " 

" Yes, papa, and so he does," interposed the Boy. 

** But, indeed, he does no such thing, my dear, — on the con- 
trary, he spends all his life in shining brightly to warn travellers 
of the most dangerous parts of the swamp." 

" But the shining seems as if he was inviting them to go after 
him, papa." 

" Only because you choose to think so, my dear, and do not 
inquire. Does the sailor think the shining of the lighthouse 
invites him to approach the dangerous rocks on which it is 
built ? " 

" Oh, no, papa, because he knows it is put there on purpose 
to warn him away." 

" He only knows by teaching and inquiry, Arthur ; and so 
you also by teaching and inquiry will learn to know, that this 
Will-o'-the-Wisp is made to shine for us in swamps and marshes, 
as a land-beacon of danger. The laws of Nature, which are the 
acted will of God, work together in this case, as in all others, 
for a good end. And it is given to us as both a privilege and a 
pleasure to search them out, and to avail ourselves of the mer- 
cies, whilst we admire the wonders of the great Creator. Can 
you think of a better employment ? " 

The fire was very bright, and the tea was warm and good, 
that greeted the travellers. Father and Son, on their arrival at 
home that night. Many a joke, too, passed with Mamma as to 
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the sort of tea they should have tasted^ and the kind of bed they 
should have laid down in, had they only gone after the Will-o*- 
the-Wisp, as young Arthur had so much wished to do. 

And for just a few days after these events — not more, for 
children's wisdom seldom does, or ought to, last much longer — 
Arthur had every now and then a wise and philosophical fit ; 
and on the pnnciple that, however much appearances might be 
to the contrary, the laws of Nature were always working to 
some good and beneficent end, he sagely and gravely reproved 
his little sister for crying when a shower of hailstones fell ; " for 
surely," said he, " though we cannot go out to-day, the storm 
is doing good to something or somebody somewhere." 

It was a blessed creed ! though it cost him a struggle to ad- 
here to it, when the lightning flashed round him, and the thun- 
der roared in the distance, and he saw from the windows dark 
clouds hanging over the landscape. When some one said the 
storm had been very grand, he thought — yes, but it was grander 
still to think that all these laws of Nature, as they are called, — 
this acted will of God — was for ever working, night and day, 
in darkness and in light, recognized or unheeded, for some wise 
and beneficent end. 

Yes ! when he was older he would try and trace out these 
ends — a better employment could not be found. And it may be, 
that in long after years, when the storms and the clouds that 
gathered round him were harder yet to look through, because 
they were mental troubles — it may be, that then, from amidst 
the tender recollections of his infancy, the gleaming of the 
Will-o'-the-Wisp would suddenly rise and shine before him 
with comfort. For the Student of Nature, who had traced so 
many blessed ends out of dark and mysterious beginnings, 
held fast to the humility and faith of childhood; and where 
his mind was unable to penetrate, his heart was contented to 
believe. 

Meanwhile the Will-o'-the-Wisp had heard the kind good- 
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night that greeted him as the travellers passed by on that dark 
evening. And his light shone brighter than ever^ as he said^ 
" I am happy now. I have saved the life of one who not only 
is thankful for it, but knows the hand that saved him." With 
these words he cheerily danced back again to his appointed 
post. 




"Ii is good that a man ahoold both hope and quietly wail." — Lam. iii. S6. 

%T was, doubtless, a Tery sorry life the House 

* Cricket led, before houses were built and fires 

V were kindled. There was no comfortable 

J kitchen hearth then, in the warm nooks and 

_ _ _ * comers of which he might sit and sing his 

cheerful song, coming out every now and then to bask himself 

in the glow of the blazing light. On the contrary, he, so fond 

of heat, had no place to shelter in but holes in hollow trees, or 

crerices in rocks and stones, or some equally dull end damp 

abode. Besides which, he had to bear the incessant taunts and 

ridicule of creatures who were perfectly comfortable themselves, 

and so had no fellow-feeling for bis want of cheerfulness. 

" Why don't you go and spring about, and sing in the fields 
with your cousin, the Grasshopper? " was the ill-natured ques- 
tion of^the Spider, as she twisted her web in one of the refuge- 
holes the Cricket had crept into ; " I am sure your legs are 
long enough, if you would only take the trouble to undouble 
them. It's nothing but a sulky, discontented feeling that keeps 
you and all your family moping in these out-of-the-way comers, 
when you ought to be using your limbs in jumping about and 
enjoying yourself. And I daresay, too, that you could sing a 
great deal louder if you chose." 
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The Cricket thought^ perhaps he could, — hut he must feel 
very differently to what he did then, before it would be possible 
to try. Something was so very very wrong with him, but 
what that something was he did not know. All the other beasts 
and birds and insects seemed easy and happy enough. The 
Spider, for instance, was quite at home and gay in the hole he 
found so dismal. And it was not the Spider only who was 
contented: the Flies — the Bees — the Ants — the very Mole, 
who sometimes came up from burrowing, and told wonderful 
stories of his undergroimd delights — the birds with their merry 
songs — the huge beasts, who walked about like giants in the 
fields — all — all were satisfied with their condition, and happy in 
themselves. Every one had the home he liked, and no one 
envied the other. 

But with him it was quite otherwise : he never felt at home ! 
On the contrary, it always seemed to him that he was looking 
out for something that was not there — some place tliat could 
never be found — some state where he could rise out of the de- 
pression and uneasiness which here seemed to clog him down, 
though he could not understand why. Poor fellow ! as things 
were now, he felt for ever driven to hide in holes, although he 
knew that his limbs were built for energy ; and few ever heard 
his voice, though he possessed one fitted for something much 
better than doleful complaints. 

Sometimes a set of House Crickets would meet and talk the 
matter over. They looked at their long folded-up legs, and 
could not but see how exactly they were like those of the Grass- 
hopper. And yet the idea of following the Grasshopper into 
the cool grass, and jumping about all day, was odious to them. 
Once, indeed, a Cricket of great self-denial offered to go into 
the fields and find one of his green cousins, and ask his opinion 
on the subject, and whether he could give any reason why the 
grasshopper life should be so distasteful to such near relations. 
And he actually went; and when the Gi'asshopper could be 
persuaded to stand quiet for a few seconds, and listen, he was 
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so much concerned for the Crickets (for he had a tender hearty 
from living so much in the grass, and heing so musical), that 
he said he would himself visit his cousins, and see what could 
he done for them. Perhaps it was some trifling accidental ail- 
ment, or it might be a chronic affection in the family, owing to 
mismanagement when they were young, but which a little judi- 
cious treatment would con'ect. 

With these views, he started for the hollow tree in which the 
Crickets had taken shelter, and soon reached it, for he travelled 
the whole way in bounds. And the last bound took him fairly 
into the midst of the family circle, in which indeed he alighted 
with more vivacity than politeness, for his cousins did not like 
such startling gaiety. However, he steadied himself carefully, 
and then began to examine the legs and knees of all the Crickets 
assembled. He drew them out, and looked them well over ; for, 
thought he, " there is perhaps some blunder or flaw in the way 
the joints are put together." But he could find nothing amiss- 
There sat the Crickets with legs and bodies as nicely made as 
his own, only with no energy for exertion. 

What he might have thought, or what he might have said, 
after this puzzling discovery, no one can tell ; for at the end of 
his examination he was seized with the fidgets, and, '' Excuse 
me, my dear friends," cried he, ** I have the cramp in my left 
leg — I miLst jump ! " And jump he did — once, twice, thrice — 
and the last jump carried him out of the tree ; and either on 
purpose, or from forgetfulness, he sprang singing away, and 
returned to his cousins the Crickets no more. 

Oh, this yearning after some other better state that lies unre- 
vealed in the indefinite future — how restless and disheartening 
a sensation ! Oh, this painful contrast of perfection in all created- 
things around, to the lonely meditator on so much happiness, 
who is the solitary exception to the rule — how trying the posi- 
tion ! How cruel, how almost overwhelming the struggle 
between the iron chain of reality and the soaring wing of 
aspiration 1 
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But, " What is the use, my poor good friends," expostulated 
a plodding old Mole one day, after coming out to see how the 
upper world went on, and hearing the Cricket's complaints — 
'^ what is the use of all this groaning and conjecturing ? You 
admit that every other creature but yourself is perfect in its way, 
and quite happy. Well, then, I will tell you that you ought to 
be quite sure you are perfect in your way too, though you have 
not found it out yet; and that you will be happy one day 
or other, although it may not be the case just now. Do you 
suppose this fine scheme of things we live in, is to be soiled with 
one speck of dirt, as it were for the sake of teasing such a little 
insignificant creature as yourself ! Don't think it for a moment, 
for it is not at all likely ! But you must not suppose that every- 
thing goes right at first even with the best of us. I have had 
some small experience, and I know. But everything fits in at 
last. Of that I am quite sure. For instance, now, I do not 
suppose it ever occurred to you to think what a trial it must be 
to a young Mole when he first begins to burrow in the earth. 
Do you imagine that he knows what he is doing it for, or what 
will be the result ? No such thing. It is a complete working 
in the dark, not knowing in the least where he is going. Dear 
me ! if one had once stopped to conjecture and puzzle, what a 
hardship it would have seemed to drive one's nose by the hour 
together into unknown ground, for some unexplained reason 
that did not come out for some time afterwards, and that one 
had no certainty would ever come out at all ! But everything 
fits in at last. And so it did with us. I remember it quite 
well in my own case. We. drove the earth away and outwards, 
till the space so cleared proved an absolute palace ! By the bye, 
I must try and get you down into our splendid abode — it will 
cheer you up, and teach you a useful lesson. Well, so you see 
we found out at last what all the grubbing had been for ^" 

" Ah ! but," interrupted the Cricket, " you were labouring 
for some purpose all the time, and if I had to labour I could hope. 
The difficulty is, to sit moping with nothing to do but waitJ* 
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" It is nonsense to talk of nothing to do," answered the Mole ; 
" every creature has something to do. You, for instance, have 
always to watch for the sun. You know you like the beams 
and warmth he sends out better than anything else in the world, 
so you should get into the way of them as much as you can. 
And after the sun has set, you must hunt up the snuggest holes 
you can find, and so make the best of things as they are ; and 
for the rest, you must wait. And waiting answers sometimes 
as well as working, I can assure you. There was the young 
Ox in the plains near here. As soon as lie could run about at 
all, he began driving his clumsy head against everything he 
met. No one could tell why; but he fidgetted and butted 
about all day long, and many of his friends and acquaintance 
were very much offended by his manners. Others laughed. 
The dogs, indeed, were particularly amused, and used to bark 
at him constantly — even close to his nose sometimes, as he 
lowered his head after them. Well, at last, out came the secret. 
Two fine horns grew out from our friend's head, and people 
soon understood the meaning of all the butting ; and one of the 
saucy curs who was playing the old barking game with him one 
day, got finely tossed for his pains. Everything fits in at last, 
my friends ! No cravings are given in vain. There is always 
something in store to account for them, you may be quite sure. 
You may have to wait a bit — some of you a shorter, some a 
longer time ; but do wait — ^and everything will fit in and be 
perfect at last." 

It was a most fortunate circumstance for the Crickets that 
the Mole happened to give them this good advice ; for a mali- 
cious Ape had lately been suggesting to them, whether, as they 
were totally useless and very unhappy, it would not be a good 
thing for them all, to starve themselves to death, or in some 
other way, to rid the world of their whole race. But the Mole's 
good sense gave a different turn to their ideas ; and hope is so 
natural and pleasant a feeling, that when once they ventured to 
encourage it, it flourished and grew in their hearts till it created 

I 
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a sort of happiness of itself. In shorty they determined to waitj 
and meantime to watch for the sun^ as their friend had advised. 

There are not many records of the early history of the House 
Crickets ; but it is supposed that they travelled about a good 
deal — preferring always the hottest countries ; and rumours of a 
few straggling families^ who had discovered a sort of Cricket 
Elysium at the mouth of volcanoes, were afloat at one time. 
But the truth of the report was never ascertained : and as, 
doubtless, if ever they got there, they were sure to be swept 
away to destruction by the first eruption that took place, it is 
no wonder that the fact has never been thoroughly established. 

Meanwhile several generations died off; and things remained 
much as they were. But the words of the Mole were carried 
down &om father to son, and became a byeword of comfort 
among them : — " Everything will fit in at last ! no cravings 
are given in vain. There is always something in store to account 
for them. Wait — ^and everything will fit in, and be perfect at 
laat." 

Gleams of hope, indeed, were not wanting to our poor little 
friends, during this time of probation. Wherever fires were 
kindled by human hands, whether by wanderers in the depths 
of forests, or sojourners in tents, a stir of excitement and rap- 
turous expectation was caused among such Crickets as were 
Qear enough to know and enjoy the circumstance. But, alas ! 
when the travellers journeyed onwards, or the tents were 
removed elsewhere, the disappointment that ensued was bitter in 
proportion. 

Many an evil hint, too, had they on such occasions from the 
mischief-making creatures which are to be found in all grades 
of life, that such, and no better, would be their fate for ever. 
Rays of joy, beaming only to be extinguished in cruel mockery 
of their feelings — such was to be their perpetual portion ! 

" But we will not believe it," cried the Crickets, heart-broken 
as they were. " Everything will be perfect at last," sang they 
as loudly as they could. " No cravings are given in vain." 
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And as they always sang this same song^ the mischief-makers 
got tired of listening at last^ and left them to sing and weep 
alone. Ah ! it required no small strength of mind to resist, as 
they did, such plausible insinuations, supported as they were by 
present appearances. 

But, truly, though it tarried, the day of deliverance and joy 
did come ! The first fire that ever warmed the hearthstone that 
flagged the grand old chimney arch of ancient times, ended for 
ever the mystery of the House Crickets' wants and cravings ; 
and when it commonly bjiazed every winter night in men's 
dwellings, all the doubts and woes of Cricket life were over. 
These seemed to have passed away like the dreams of a disturbed 
night, which had been succeeded by daylight and reality. And 
oh, what ecstasy of joy the Crickets felt ! How loud they 
shouted, and how high they sprang ! " We knew it would be 
so! The good old Mole was right! The grumbling beasts 
were wrong! Everything is perfect now, and no one is so 
happy as we are.'' 

** Grandmother, what creature is it that I hear singing so 
loudly in the comer by the fire ? " inquires the little one of the 
good old dame who sits musing on the oaken settle. 

" I do not hear it, my child, and I do not know," answers 
the deaf and blind old crone. " But if it be singing, love, it is 
happy, and enjoys these blessed fires as much as I do. ' Let 
everything that hath breath praise the Lord.' " 

Ah ! it was no wonder that amidst the many merry voices 
that then shouted, and still shout, round those warm and friendly 
fires, no voice is louder, no joy more gi-ateful, than that of the 
patient Cricket. He has " waited " through fear and shadows — 
has hoped through darkness and ignorance — and his abode now 
glows with warmth and light. And, if he received a lesson of 
wisdom from a creature more humble and seemingly more blind 
than himself, it is at least not the only instance in which instruc- 
tion has been so obtained. 

And now we know the reason why the Crickets come by 
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troops into our houses, and live and thrive about our cheering 
fires, and sing so loud and long that the houBewiveB scunetimes 
(I grieve to say) get weary of the noise, and try to lessen the 
number of their lively visitors. But yet, there is a strange old 
notion of good fortune attending the presence of these little chirp- 
ing creatures. They are welcomed as bringing " good luck " to 
the tamily about whose hearth they settle. And so they do ! 
They bring with them a tale of promises made good. They 
sing a song of hope fulfilled ; and though in that glad music 
there be neither speech nor language which we can recognize as 
such, there is yet a voice to be heard among them by all who 
love to listen, with reverent delight, to the sweet harmonies and 
deep aijalogies of natiu%. 




A LESSON OF HOPE. 

"Oh, yet ire trust tbat, Bomeho«, good 
VraibethefintaBoeloriU'- 

Tbmntson's "ill JHowrioni." 

3 OW the riaing blast ia driving through the an- 
cient forest ! What a dismal roaring there is 
', among the pine-trees ! What a sharp clattering 
i among the half-dried poplar-ieaTes ! What a 
' sighing among the beeches ! A wild mysterious 
hour, and full of strange fantastic types of mortal life ! — 

It was thus I spoke, when, having wandered out one gloomy 
autumn night to muse on Nature and her laws, I found myself 
contemplating, in the deep recesses of a wood, the progress of a 
violent storm. And as I paused, 1 leant back, in sad reflections 
lost, against an oak, and, looking upwards to the sky, tried to 
gaze into the depths of those black vapoury masses that had 
arisen, one knew not how or whence, to darken over the ex- 
panse of heaven ; when, all at once, there shone down upon me, 
from an opening in the clouds, the full rays of a bright October 
moon. 

The light was sudden, and a sudden revulsion took place 
within my heart. I had been thinking that, like the cruel 
storm, and like the heavy clouds, wero the troubles and the 
trials of human existence: and now, when that sweet radiance 
broke upon my eyes, I heard a voice exclaim, aa if in echo to 
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my thoughts — " It is the moon that shone in Paradise ! *' It 
was the Bird of Night, quite near me, in the hollow of a tree. 
Looking to see from whence the sound had come, I met his 
large, grave, meditative eyes fixed on my moonlit face, and 
then I heard the voice exclaim again — " The moon that shone 
in Paradise ! *' 

Oh, what a thought to come across the tumult of that hour ! 
The moon that shone in Paradise ! — ^up to whose radiant orb 
the eyes of countless generations have been turned — ^from the 
first glance of spotless innocence, to the last yearning gaze of 
sorrow-stricken manhood ! And why ? — but that in that calm 
unchanging glory there shines forth a promise of eternal, ever- 
lasting peace. But now another voice was heard, despite the 
howling of the storm. It was a croaking Raven, swinging on 
a branch beside me. He came between me and the light, and 
ever and anon his coal-black wings seemed spreading for a flight. 

" Deluded fool," he muttered, " with your endless myths ! 
This comes of living in the dark all day, and spending all your 
time in guess-work ! See ! your precious moon is gone ! *' 

" Not gone, though hidden,'* was the answer. 

But I heard no more than this, for here the frightful wind 
grew louder still. He roared in fury all around, scattering the 
last leaves from the bending trees, as if he hated the very relics 
of the gentle summer. And many bowed their heads, and others 
moaned in grief. 

"Hast thou come with mighty news from distant lands," 
shouted the Pine-tree scornfully, as he tossed his branches to 
the storm, '^ that thou bringest such confusion in thy path ? 
Ambassador of evil, who has sent thee here ? " 

" Cannot yonder moon teach thee milder thoughts ? " cried 
the Elm-tree, as he stood majestic in his sorrow and despair. 

" Our hour is come," exclaimed the soft^ Beech. " My 
leaves lie scattered all around. Our life is closing fast. Naked 
and forlorn we stand amid the ruins of the past." 

" What mockery of existence," stormed the black-leaved 
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Poplar in his wrath, " to be placed here, and clothed in such 
sweet beauty, nurtured by gentle dews and tender sunshine, 
and then be lefl at last the victims of reckless fury, with all our 
glories torn by force away ! Would I had never risen from the 
ground ! " 

" Oh, my aspiring friend,'' the ill-mouthed Raven cried, 
*^ the few months' splendour does not satisfy your heart ! You 
aim too high, methinks. Well, well! aspiring thoughts are 
very fine ; but were I you, I would accommodate myself to 
facts. A short spring, a shorter summer, and then to perish. 
Ha ! here you are again, my ancient worthy friend ! " 

And then another gust broke in with savage fury on the 
forest, and many a stalwart branch crashed down upon the 
ground. The wailings of afflicted nature rose amidst the storm. 

" Is there no refuge from this end ? " inquired the Oak. 
" Why have I Hved at all ? " 

" Because destruction is the law of life," the Raven uttered, 
with his fiercest croak. " Where would destruction be, were 
there no life to be destroyed ? It is a glorious law." 

** No law, but only an exception," cried the Bird of Night. 

And as he spoke there streamed once more from out the 
clouds that type of peace which passeth not away — the moon that 
shone in Paradise. Oh, what a silver mantle she let fall upon 
the disrobed branches of those trees ! Wet as they were with 
rain-drops, and waving in the gale, it seemed as if they shone 
in robes of starlight glory. What gracious promises seemed 
streaming down with that sweet light ! 

" Lift up your heads, ye forest trees, once more ; " so sang 
the mild-eyed Bird of Night. " Fury is short-lived — love alone 
enduring. All that destroys is transitory, but order is ever- 
lasting. The unbridled powers of cruelty may rage — ^it is but for 
a time ! And ye may darken over the blue heavens, ye vapoury 
masses in the sky. It matters not ! Beyond the howling of 
that wrath, beyond the blackness of those clouds, there shines, 
unaltered and serene, the moon that shone in Paradise." 
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'^ Your myth again, detested Bird of Night ! Here to the 
rescue, ancient friend ! " 

And louder then than ever came that cruel, cruel wind. 

" It matters not," once more the Owl exclaimed. '^ The 
stormy winds must cease, the clouds must pass away, and yonder 
saib the light that tells of harmony restored." 

" Infaluated fool, to live on hope, with death around you and 
before you ! " groaned the Raven — and then a crash like thun- 
der rent the air. The Oak had fallen to the ground. I started 
at the shock. 

** Will the day ever come," I cried aloud, as if addressing 
some mysterious friend, " will the day ever come when storms 
and woe shall cease ? Order and peace seem meant, but death 
and ruin come to pass." 

" Oh, miserable doubter, do you ask ? Must the brute beasts 
and mute creation rise to give an answer to your fears ? Look 
in the heaven above, and in the earth below, and in the water 
deep beneath the earth. One only law is given — ^the law of 
order, harmony, and joy." 

*^ Alas, how often broken ! " I exclaimed. 

"Ay, but disturbance is no law, and therefore cannot last. 
Disorder, death, destruction: — by their own nature they are 
transitory — rebellious powers that struggle for a time, and frus- 
trate here and there the gracious purposes ordained. But they 
exist not of themselves ; have neither law nor being in them- 
selves 5 exist but as disturbers of a scheme whose deep founda- 
tions cannot be overthrown. Life, order, harmony, and peace ; 
means duly fitting ends ; the object, universal joy. This is the 
law. Believe in it, and live ! " 

And as the voice grew silent, from the sky beamed over all 
the scene the placid moon once more. The wind had lulled or 
passed away to other regions of the earth, and over all the forest 
streamed the brilliant light. Once more the lit-up trees shone 
spangled o'er with rays ; and happy murmurs broke upon my 
ear, instead of loud complaints. 
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We have been wild and foolish, gracious moon ! '* exclaimed 
the tender Beech. " We doubted all the promises and hopes 
you shed so freely down. In pity to the terrors of the night, 
forgive us once again I " 

" You have said right, my sister," said the Oak. " That 
heavenly power, whom neither winds nor storms can reach, will 
view with tenderness our troubled lot, who live amid the tem- 
pests of the earth. She will forgive, she hath forgiven us all. 
Hath she not clothed us now with robes more brilliant than the 
summer ones we love ? " 

** The robes of hope and promise," wept the Poplar, as he 
spoke, for all his branches trembled with delight, and stars 
seemed dropping all around. 

" I mourn my dark despair," bewailed the Elm. " I 
should have called the past to memory ! We never are deserted 
in our need. The winter tempests rage, and terrible they are ; 
but always the bright moon from time to time returns, to shed 
down rays of hope and promises of glory on our heads ; and 
still we doubt and fear, and still the patient moon repeats her 
tale. And then the spring and summer time return, and life, 
and joy, and all our beauteous robes. Oh, what weak tremblers 
we must be ! " 

And so, through all the rest of that strange night, murmurs 
of comfort sounded through the wood, and I returned at last to 
the poor lonely cottage that I called my home, and wept mixed 
tears of sorrow and of joy. Father and mother lost, swept 
suddenly away, and I, with straitened means, left alone to 
struggle through the world ! Did I not stand before my deso- 
late hearth, like one awakened from a dream, a vision — (surely 
such it was !) — exclaiming in despair, as did the weeping Beech, 
" Naked and forlorn I stand amid the ruins of the past." But 
through the casement glided in on me, me also, as I stood, the 
blessed rays of that eternal moon — ^the moon that shone in 
Paradise — the moon that promises a Paradise restored. 

And ever and anon, throughout the struggle of my life, I 

K 
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would return for wisdom and for hope to the old forest where I 
dreamt the dream. As time passed on^ and winter snows came 
down, a cold unmeaning sleep seemed to bind up the trees — ^but 
still, at her appointed time, the moon came out, and lit up even 
snow with robes of light and hope. And then the spring-time 
burst the cruel bonds that held all nature in a stagnant state* 
Verdure and beauty came again ; and, as I listened to the gales 
that breathed soft music through the trees, I thought, " If I 
could dream again, I should hear songs of exquisite delight." 
But that was not to be. Still, I could revel in the comfort of 
the sight, and watch the moonbeams glittering in triumphant 
joy through the now verdant bowers of those woods, playing 
in happy sport amid the shadows of the leaves. 

And to me also came a spring ! From me, too, passed away 
the winter and its chill ! And now I take .the children of my 
love, and the sweet mother who has borne them, to those woods; 
and ever and anon we tell long tales of Nature and her ways, and 
how the poor trees moan, when storms and tempests come; and 
how the wise Owl talks to heedless ears his deep philosophy of 
laws of order that must one day certainly prevail, and how the pa- 
tient moon is never weary of her task of shedding rays of hope 
and promise on the world ; and even while we speak, the children 
clap their hands for joy, and say they never will despair for 
anything that comes, for, lo ! above their heads there suddenly 
shines out — the moon that shone in paradise ! 




THE CIECLE OF BLESSING. 

"Freely ya have received, freely give." — MArrHEw x. 8, 

[) PASSENGER-SHIP was passing through 

^ the region of equatorial calms. For days she 

i had Iain under an atmosphere of oppresBive 

g vapour. The sea wore a leaden inky hue, and 

y at two or tliree miles' distance from the vessel, 

air and ocean seemed to melt into each other. A sort of hot 

steaminess prevEuled, which soaked through clothes, s^ls, end 

every article on board, end produced the most wretched languor 

and depression in every one subject to its influence. 

People bore it according to their age, experience, and habits 
of self-control. The old sailors, who knew what they had, at 
times, to expect in. those latitudes, — either from burning beat, 
sufTocating mists, or drenching rains, contented themselves with 
wringing out their clothes, and enduring patiently what could 
not be avoided or altered. Several of the passengers, new to the 
trial, made the nearly vain experiment of plunging into sea- 
water for refreshment; but even sea-water seemed to have lost 
its magically tonic power here, where it was most needed, under 
the burning ardours of the Line. 

Others, irritated by their sensations, irritated themselves yet 
more by vehement expressions of annoyance and disgust. They 
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railed against their ill-luck, in haying left home so as to en- 
counter cuch detestable weather in their voyage ; abused them- 
selves as fools for having subjected themselves to such a risk, 
and looked up with faces clouded over with wrath and reproof 
at those " intolerable and accursed mists;'* which hung, truth 
to say, above and around the vessel on every side with a thick- 
ness through which no eye could pierce. 

A young man had but just uttered that ill-conditioned phrase, 
when a passenger of somewhat advanced age, and a demeanour 
calmed to serenity by knowledge and reflection, came up to 
him, and although he was a stranger, spoke. " Young man,'' 
said he, ^' cease to dishonour God by such almost blasphemous 
complaints. Look up, rather, at those mists, and bless Him 
that they are there. You are indebted to them for the very 
bread which has supported your life up to this hour of your 
ignorant ingratitude.'' 

And the man, advanced in years and wisdom, passed forward 
along the deck, and left the youth speechless among his 
astonished companions. 

No explanation was given, and not another word of outward 
murmuring was heard. The ship went on her way ; but whe- 
ther that youth, after they emerged from the heavy oppression 
of the tropical calms, ever sought for the solution of the old 
man's statement, remains unknown* 

****** 

" Come back to me, my children, let us not part ; " murmured 
the Sea to the Vapours, which rose from its surface, drawn 
upwards by the heat of the tropical sun. *' Return to my 
bosom, and contribute your share to the preservation of my 
greatness and strength." 

" There is no lasting greatness, but in distributed good," re- 
plied the Vapours ; *' behold we carry your cooling influence to 
the heated air around. Let us alone, oh Sea ! The work is good." 

" But carried on at my expense," murmured the Sea. " Is 
the air your parent, and not I, that you are so careful of its 
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interests and so neglectful of mine ? Why are you thus ungrate- 
ful to me, from whom your Tery existence springs? Oh 
foolish children ! by diminishing my power you are sapping 
the foundations of your own life. Your very being depends on 
mine." 

** Small and great, great and small, we all depend on each 
other," sang the Vapours as they hovered in the air. " Mighty 
Ocean, give us of your abundance for those that need. It is but 
little that we ask." 

" Divided interests are the ruin of fools," muttered the angry 
Sea. 

"But extended ones the glory of the wise," replied the 
Vapours, as they still continued to rise. " See, now, have we 
not done ourselves, what we would have you also do ? Behold, 
we have left our salts in your bosom for those that need them." 

" And 1 have cast them as a useless burden to my lowest 
depths," exclaimed the Sea, indignantly. " Have I not enough, 
already ? Superfluous bounties deserve but little thanks, me- 
thinks." 

" Yet in those depths, perchance they may be as welcome as 
we to the air above," persisted the Vapours. " It is ever thus : 
and all will be made good at last. Small and great, great and 
small, we are dependent on each other evermore." 

*^ Begone, then," moaned the Sea. " You, who are willing 
to sacrifice a certain good for an uncertain fancy, begone, and 
be yourselves the first victims of your folly. The breezes, that 
are now driving you forward across my surface, will rise to fury, 
and blow you into nothingness as you proceed. Lost among 
the stormy gusts, where will be your use to others, or my re- 
compense for your loss ? You will not even exist to repent of 
this mad desertion of your home. Adieu ! for ever and for 
ever, adieu ! " 

" Adieu, but not for ever ; " answered the Vapours, as they 
dispersed before the wind. 

It was not a satisfactory parting, perhaps ; for often as their 
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race had made the journey round the earthy it had never fallen 
within the power of any portion of them to explain the course 
of their career^ to the surface sea, which had originally grudged 
their departure. However, the Vapours had now commenced 
their circuit, and were carried onward by the steady south- 
east trade-winds to the regions of equatorial cairns, that wonder- 
ful belt of heat and accumulation, where they were met by 
breezes which in like manner were travelling from the north ; 
and here this meeting caused for a while a lingering in the 
career of both. But these opposing winds, laden with vapours 
from the two hemispheres, had each their mission, and worked 
under an appointed law. 

It was their province to carry the exhalations from north and 
south into the cooler upper sky, where once more their course 
was free to travel round the world. Lifted up thus, however, 
no sooner had the Vapours entered a more temperate atmosphere, 
than their particles expanded, and a portion of them clung 
together in drops, which, whilst under the influence of excessive 
heat, was never the case. They thus became much heavier 
than before ; so heavy, indeed, that the winds were not able to 
bear them aloft. 

" You cannot carry us all,'* said the Vapours, to their strug- 
gling supporters. " Some of us will, therefore, return with a 
message of comfort to the mighty Sea, to tell him all is well." 

But even when they came down in torrents of rain to his 
bosom, the Sea grumbled still. '^ It is well that a part, at least, 
of what was lost, returns," said he. But he neither knew nor 
cared what became of the rest. 

The rest, however, fared happily and well ; for high above 
earth and sea — so high, indeed, that they in no way interfered 
with the, winds that swept below — ^they were borne along by the 
upper currents of air which were travelling to the north, and 
carried them forward on their journey of beneficence, and never- 
ceasing good. 

Surely, it must have been a sweet sensation to be drifted 
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along by a never-vaiying breeze through the higher regions of 
the sky, undisturbed by care, in a dream of delicious idleness 
and ease. But this was but a portion of the career of the Va^ 
pours from the Sea. At the next meeting, at the outskirts of 
the tropics, with travellers like themselves coming in the oppo- 
site direction, there was a fresh pressure of opposing breezes, a 
temporary lingering, and then a descent, by which they left 
those higher regions for ever. Henceforth, they were to be 
dispersed by surface winds on their course of usefulness to man. 

And if, when cradled in that blissful passage high over the 
tropics, those Vapours had, for a time, forgotten their mission, 
there was no possibility of forgetting it henceforth. Taken up 
with triumphant delight by all the varying breezes that sport 
over the northern hemisphere, there was no direction in which 
they were not to be found. A portion was wanted here, another 
portion there; the snows of Iceland, and the vineyards of Italy, 
the orange groves of Spain, and the river which pours over the 
mighty rocks at Niagara, must all be fed at their appointed 
seasons, and the food was travelling to them now. 

But the eye would weary, which strove to look sympathis- 
ingly round the vast expanse of the globe. It is enough if we can 
follow the Vapours through some stages of their journey of love. 

On the summit of a mountain, over whose sides the gorse 
and heather were wont to flower together in bright profusion, and 
with their lovely intermixture of hues, all the ground was parched 
and dry. A burning sun by day, rarely followed by dewy 
nights ; a summer drought, in fact, had ruled for weeks over 
the spot, and the shrunken flower-buds and parched leaves, bore 
painful witness to the fact. The little mountain tarn below was 
almost dry, and the sundew-flowers by its sides, which were 
wont to revel in the damp surrounding moss, had lost their 
nature altogether, and never now offered their coronet of spark- 
ling drops to the admiration of those that passed. 

The pretty tumbling waterfall lower down, too, which travellers 
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used to delight to visits and which was fed by streams from the 
hills, was reduced to a miserable trickle. Cottage children were 
sent to fetch water from distances so great, that they sat down 
and wept by the road-side on their errand ; and farmers wore a 
gloomy, anxious look, which told of a thousand fears about their 
crops and cattle. 

But, while they were thus troubled and careful, lo, the rescue 
was coming from afar ! yea, travelling towards them upon the 
wings of the wind. Vapours from tropical seas, Vapours which 
had left behind them their no-longer-needed salts, were coming 
accumulated as clouds, to fall as gracious rain and dews upon 
the thirsty regions of the North. 

They are yariable and fantastic winds, perhaps, that course 
over the northern hemisphere. Not steady and uniform in their 
direction, like the trade- winds in the Tropics ; nor like those 
upper currents far above the trade-winds, which carry the Va- 
pours to the second belts of calms. No I variable and fantastic 
they certainly are, and, therefore, we cannot reckon on their 
arrival to a day, — nay, not to a month ; but on their arrival at 
last, we may always surely depend, and perhaps, in this trial of 
patient expectation, a lesson of quiet faith is intended to be 
learnt. 

And so, just as farmers, and cottage children, and the earth, 
and its flowers, and leaves, and springs of water, had all sunk 
into a state of dismal distrust and discomfort, the deliverance 
came to them as they slept ! 

Slight variations in the wind had been observed for more than 
a day; but still no change of weather took place, imtil one 
night a steady breeze from the south-west set in, and prevailed 
for hours. And presently there was a gathering up of clouds all 
over the sky, though in the darkness of the night their arrival 
passed unobserved. 

Gracious clouds ! they were the Vapours of the Sea, which, 
aft;er many wanderings, had found their way here, at last, on 
their mission of love. And, lo ! the sound of waters was heard 
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once more on the dried-up hills, and sweet, heavy showers 
dropped down on the delighted earth. All night long it con- 
tinued, and all night long the earth was streaming tears of joy ; 
and another day and another night succeeded, during which 
more or less of rain or dew continued to descend. 

" Welcome, welcome, oh ye showers and dew ! " were the 
Earth's first words ; and, " Leave me now no more," her con- 
stant after-cry, 

" Poor Earth, poor Earth ! " murmured the Vapours, which, 
condensed into rain-drops, were trembling, like diamonds, on 
the leaves and flowers in the sunshine of the second dawn. 
" Poor Earth, poor Earth ! you too refuse to learn the law which 
brought us here. What you have received so freely, will you 
not freely give ? " 

"Nay; but linger with me yet,'* expostulated the Earth; 
*^ and let me rather store you up for my own use hereafter. 
What do I know of the future, and what it may bring forth ? 
How can I be sure that the fitful winds will supply me again in 
time of need? I cannot afibrd to think of others. Leave 
me, leave me not." 

" None must store against an uncertain future evil, when so 
many are suffering under a present one," replied the > apours ; 
** nevfertheless, a message of comfort will come to you, after we 
are gone." 

And so, when the sun shone out in his heat and glory, the 
diamond rain-drops were drawn upwards from the flowers and 
leaves into the air once more. Only the little Sundews kept 
their coronets of crystal beads throughout the day, as was their 
custom ; though how they managed it, it would be hard to 
Bay. 

Perhaps as their own natural juices are so thick and clammy, 
these, mingling with the Vapours as they exuded, held them 
longer fa«t. 

" You are our prisoners," was the triumphant cry of the 
Sundew flowers, as they glistened in their liquid gems. 

L 
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" Nay, but why would you detain us, selfish flowers ? " ex- 
claimed the Vapours. 

" Oh, you shall go, you shall go ; but only gradually, as the 
moisture courses through our veins to re-supply your place. 
This is our way of life. But we must hear all from you first. 
All ! all ! all ! and most of all, why you have tarried so long, 
till we had almost perished in the dreadful drought ? " 

It was a long story the Vapours had then to tell, of their 
irregular passage to the Polar Seas ; and how, after their chilly 
sojourn there as snow, they had passed southwards once more 
on the summits of drifting icebergs, and again been exhaled, 
and given back to the ministiy of the wandering winds. 

" Surely," said they, " we have touched no place in all our 
wild joumeyings where we have not left some blessing behind. 
Here and there, indeed, folks think they have had too much of 
us, and here and there too little ; but, oh, my delicate friends, 
believe us, we are faithful and true to our mission all over the 
world. Behold, we pour into the earth as rain, or slide into it 
as moisture ; and lo, the soil gives its gases into our care, and 
the roots of the plants draw us and them up together, and feed- 
ing on them, expand and flourish, and grow; and when the 
useful deed is done, and the sun shines down on our labour, up 
we ascend again to its absorbing rays, to be carried forward 
again and again, to other gracious deeds. Blame us not there- 
fore, if, in turning aside to some other case of need, we have 
come a little late to your hills. Own that you have not been 
forgotten ! "- 

" It is true," murmured the Sundews in return ; " but re- 
member, we pine and die without your presence." 

" Dear little Sundews, there is not a flower in all the boggy 
heaths that is so dear to us as you are. See now, we linger with 
you yet ; there is moisture in your mossy bed around this tarn 
to last for many weeks ; and ever as a portion of us steals away, 
its place shall be supplied from below, so that your flowers shall 
never miss their sparkling diadem of gems." 
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The Sundews had no need to tremhle after that ; hut aa the 
exhalations went up from the surface-ground, and the moisture 
sank lower and lower down into it, a fear stole over the Earth, 
that another drought might arise, for she knew not that all 
would return to her again in due season. But, when in the 
cool of the evening the Vapours descended upon her hosoro, as 
refreshing mist and dew, she received a portion of comfort. 
Nevertheless, like the Sea, she grumbled on. " It is well that 
a part, at least, of what was lost, returns ! " she remarked in her 
greedy anxiety, as the Sea had done before ; and, like him, she 
neither knew nor cared what became of the rest. 

There was a mission for every portion, however, and through 
the now saturated ground the rain-drops sank together, amidst 
roots, and stones, and soil, moistening all before them as they 
went, and replenishing the springs that ran among the hills. 

The tumbling Waterfall had, by this time, well nigh given 
up hope. The mournful trickle with which it fell, was an ab- 
solute mockery of its former precipitous haste ; — when lo ! some 
sudden influence is at work, a rush of vigour flows into the ex- 
hausted veins ; there is a swelling in the distant springs, nearer 
and nearer it comes, and now over the rocky ledge there is a 
heavier flow : a little more, and yet a little more ; and then, at 
last, a rush of water full and fresh is heard ! 

" Welcome, welcome ! oh, ye Springs and Floods," cried the 
Waterfall, as once more it rolled in its beauty along its precipi- 
tous course, scattering foam and spray upon the moss and flowers 
that graced its edge. '^ Stay in the mountains always, that I 
may thirst no more ; leave me, leave me not again ! " 

"You too, who live by giving and receiving," cried the 
Vapours as they flushed the stream — ^' you too, wishing to stop 
the gracious course of good ? Oh shame, shame, shame ! " 

And then, as if in mockery of the request, a playful gust blew 
off from the waterfall as it descended, some of its glittering 
spray, and tossed it to the sunshiny air, where it dispersed once 
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more in smoky mist — ^but only to return again in time of 
need« 

« . « « « « « 

Down in the lower country, where stately houses, enclosed in 
noble parks, adorned the land, a beautiful lake lay stretched 
under the noon-day sun. It was fed by the stream which, at 
some miles' distance, received the tumbling waterfall into its 
course, and then ran through the lake's broad sheet, escaping at 
the further end in a quick flowing rill. On the placid mirror- 
like surface majestic swans swept proudly by, not unsusceptible of 
the freshening in the water from the filling of the springs above, 

A little pleasure-boat was floating lazily about, impelled oc- 
casionally forward by the stroke of an oar from a youth, who with 
one companion of his own age, and an elderly man who sat ab- 
stractedly reading a book, formed the passengers of this tiny bark. 

The rower's young companion was lounging in a half-sitting, 
half-reclining posture in the bows of the boat, and both were 
gazing at the old Baronial Hall, which, with its quaint turrets, 
long terraces, and picturesque gardens, faced the lake at a 
slightly distant elevation, where it stood embosomed in trees. 

" Well ! if the place were to be mine," observed the 
lounger, with his eyes fixed upon it, " I know exactly what I 
should do. I would throw all your agricultural and educational, 
and endless improvement schemes overboard at once; leave 
them for those whose business it is to look after them ; and en- 
joy myself, and live like a prince while I had the chance." 

" And die worse than a beggar at last," cried the other youth, 
as he rested on his oars and looked at his cousin who had 
spoken — " I mean without a friend ! You cannot secure even 
enjoyment, in stagnation," added he. " The very pond here is 
kept pure by giving out through a stream at one end, what it 
receives through a stream at the other." 

" And the stream from which it receives," said the old man, 
looking up from his book, " is a type of God himself; and the 
stream to which it gives, is a type of the human race. Those 
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who receive from the fountain, without giving to the stream, 
work equally against the laws of Nature and of God/' 

A few strokes of the oar here carried the hoat away, hut 
surely that was the voice of him who, in the hygone year, had 
startled the ignorant murmurer in the voyage across the Line ? 
Well is it with those who in the secrets of Nature read the wis- 
dom of God ! 

Soflly did that summer evening sink upon the park and the 
old Baronial Hall, and heavy were the mists and dews that 
hung over the woods, and gardens, and flowers, and great was 
the rejoicing in the country round, when after a time, they were 
followed by fertilizing rains. Fertilizing rains ! — the words 
are easily spoken, but who knows their full meaning, save he 
who has watched over corn-fields or vineyards, threatened with 
ill-timed drought? We take a great deal for granted in this 
world, and expect that everything as a matter ofcourse ought to 
fit into our humours, and wishes, and wants ; and it is often only 
when danger threatens, that we awake to the discovery, that the 
guiding reins are held by One whom we had well-nigh forgotten 
in our careless ease. 

** If it had not thundered, the peasant had not made the sign 
of the cross," is the rude proverb of a distant land ; and peasant 
and king are alike implicated in its meaning. 

" It is all right now," observed the farmer, as he returned 
home in the evening, after contemplating the goodly acres 
drenched and dripping with rain. 

And it was all right indeed, for, long after the farmer had 
forgotten his previous anxieties in sleep, the circle of blessing 
was at work in the length and breadth of his fields. There, the 
condensed vapours sank into the willing soil, which gave to 
them her gases and her salts. There, the fibres of the roots of 
com or grass sucked up the welcome food which brought 
strength and power into the juices of the plant ; and then, by 
slow but sure degrees, the stunted ears began to fill, and men 
said the harvest would be good. 
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*^ Stay with us for ever," asked the Corn-ears of the Vapours, 
as they felt themselyes swell under^the delicious influence. The 
Vapours made no answer, for they did not like to speak of death } 
but they dealt gently with the com, and did not leave it UU it 
had ripened gradually for the harvest, and no longer needed 
their aid ; and then they exhaled once more into the air, to fol- 
low out their mission elsewhere. 

«««««« 

A curly-headed urchin stood by a pump, looking disconso- 
lately at the huge heavy handle, which he could not lifl. A 
little watering-pot was grasped in his hands, and it was easy to 
see what he wanted. Some one passing by observed him, and 
with a smile gave him help. A very few strokes of the handle 
brought up the water from below, the little watering-pot was 
filled, and the child ran away. He had a garden of his own : 
a garden in which a few kidney-beans in one place, and sweet- 
peas in another, with scatterings of mustard and cress, formed 
a not very usual mixture ; but it served its purpose of giving 
employment and pleasure to the child. 

The kidney-beans which he hoped to eat one dayat dinner, were 
evidently the objects of his most attentive care, for he soaked 
them again and again with the water from his pot, tossing only 
a few drops of it over the flowers. Little guessed he of the 
long long journey the Vapours of the Sea had made before they 
helped to fill the springs which fed the well over which the 
pump was built. Little guessed he either of what would be- 
come of them when, after helping to fill his kidney-beans with 
delicate juices, they returned back to the ministry of the winds. 

When he touched his pinafore, after he had finished his work, 
he found it soaked with wet ; and when, soon after, he saw it 
hung in front of the fire to dry, he sat down and amused him- 
self by watching the steam as it rose from the linen, under the 
influence of heat. 

Trifling it seems to tell ; — an every-day occurrence of life, 
not wx)rth a record : yet there was a law even for the vapour 
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that rose from the infant's pinafore in front of the nursery fire. 

Nothing shall be lost of that which God has ordained to good ; 
and the Vapours were soon on their mission again. Through 
chimney or window they escaped to the cooler air, and returned 
to their ceaseless work. 

" Give us of your salts," was at last their request, as they 
percolated through the lower ground to join the mighty rivers 
which ran into the Sea. " Give us of your salts, and lime, and 
mineral virtues, oh thou Earth ! that we may bear them with us 
to the Sea from whence we came." 

" Is not the Sea sufficient to itself? " inquired the jealous Earth. 

" None are sufficient to themselves, oh, careful Mother ! " 
answered the Vapours as they streamed in water along their 
way. " Small and great, great and small, we all depend on 
each other. How shall the Shells, and Coral Reefs, and Zoo- 
phytes of the deep, continue to grow and live, if you refuse them 
the virtues of your soil ? Give us of your salts, and lime, and 
the mineral deposits of your bosom, oh, Mother Earth ! that 
they may live and rejoice." 

" Have you nothing to offi^r in return ? " asked the still-hesi- 
tating Earth. 

" Do you not know that we have left a blessing behind us 
wherever we have been ? " exclaimed the Vapours. " But no 
matter for the past. See, we will do ourselves as we would have 
you do. We will bind ourselves in beauty in the caves of your 
kingdom, and live with you for ever." 

So, as they passed on their way, loading tliemselves with the 
virtues of the Earth, some turned aside, and sinking to the sub- 
terranean depths, oozed with their limy burden through the roofs 
of caverns and sides of rocks, and hung suspended in graceful 
stalactites, or shone out in many-sided crystal forms. 

" Now I am satisfied," observed the Earth. " What I see I 
know. They have left me something behind for what they have 
taken away." 

" And now we are satisfied," cried the rest of the Vapours, as 
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they poured into the rivers and were carried out into the Sea. 
" Have we not returned with a hlessing and treasures in our 
hand?" 

And thus, from age to age, ever since the primary mists went 
up from the earth and watered the whole face of the ground, the 
mighty work has gone on, and still continues its course. For 
not to inactivity and idleness did the Vapours now return, but 
only to recommence afresh their labours of love. Yes ! ever- 
more rejoicing on their way, through all varieties of accident, of 
climate, and of place, whether as Snow or Hail, as Showers or 
Dews, as Floods or Springs, as Rivers or as Seas, the waters 
are still obediently fulfilling His word who called them into 
being, and are carrying the everlasting Circle of Blessing round 
the world. 

Oh, ye showers and dew ; oh, ye winds of God ; oh, ye ice 
and snow; oh, ye seas and floods; verily, even when man 
is mute and forgetful, ye bless the Lord, ye praise Him and 
magnify Him for ever 1 




THE LAW OF THE WOOD. 

" Let evei7 one of us please bia iieighbour for bis good," — Bou. xv. 2. 

Sever !" 

^ What a word to be heard in a wood on an 

v early Bummer morning, before the sun had 

a quite struggled through the mists, and before 

* the dew had left the flowers ; and while all 

Nature was passing through the changes that separate night 

from day, adapting herself gently to the Decesaities of the hour. 

" Never ! " 

What & word to come from a young creature, which knew 
very little more of what had gone before, than of what was 
coming after, and who could not, therefore, be qualified to pro- 
nounce a very positive judgment upon anything. But, some* 
how or other, it is always the young and inexperienced,' who 
are most apt to be positive and self-willed in their opinions ; 
and BO, the young Spruce-fir, thinking neither of the lessons 
which Nature was teaching, nor of his own limited means of 
judging, stuck out his branches all around him in everybody's 
face, right and lefl, and said, — 
" Never ! " 

It so startled a Squirrel, who was sitting in a neighbouring 
tree, pleasantly picking out the seeds of a fir-cone, that he 
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dropped his treasured dainty to the ground ; and sprin^ng from 
branch to branch, got up as high as he could, and then, looking 
down, remarked timidly to himself, " What can be the matter 
with the Spruce-firs ? " 

Nothing was the matter with the Spruce-firs, exactly ; but 
the history of their excitement was as follows: — They, and 
a number of other trees, were growing together in a pretty 
wood. There were oaks, and elms, and beeches, and larches, 
and firs of many sorts ; and, here and there, there was a silver- 
barked Birch. And there was one silver-barked Birch in par- 
ticular, who had been observing the spruce-firs all that spring j 
noticing how fast they were growing, and what a stupid habit 
(as he thought) they had, of always getting into everybody's 
way, and never bending to accommodate the convenience of 
others. 

He might have seen the same thing for some years before, if 
he had looked ; but he was not naturally of an inquisitive dis- 
position, and did not trouble himself with other people's aflSdrs : 
so that it was only when the Spruce-fir next him had come so 
close that its branches fridged off little pieces of his delicate 
paper-like bark, when the wind was high, that his attention was 
attracted to the subject. 

People usually become observant when their own comfort is 
interfered with, and this was the case here. However little the 
Birch might have cared for the Spruce-fir's behaviour generally, 
there was no doubt that it was very disagreeable to be scratched 
in the face ; and this he sensibly felt, and came to his own con- 
clusions accordingly. 

At first, indeed, he tried to sidle and get out of the Fir's way, 
being himself of a yielding, good-natured character, but the 
attempt was a quite hopeless one. He could notmove on one 
side a hundredth part as fast as the fir branches grew ; so that, 
do what he would, they came pushing up against him, and 
teased him all day. 

It was quite natural, therefore, that the poor Birch should 
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begin to look round him, and examine into the justice and pro- 
priety of such a proceeding on the part of the Spruce-firs ; and 
the result was^ that he considered their conduct objectionable in 
every way. 

" For," said he, (noticing that there was a little grove of them 
growing close together just there,) " if they all go on, shooting 
out their branches in that manner, how hot and stu£^ they will 
get ! Not a breath of air will be able to blow through them 
soon, and that will be very bad for their health ; besides which, 
they are absolute pests to society, with their unaccommodating 
ways. I must really, for their own sakes, as well as my own, 
give them some good advice." 

And accordingly, one morning, — that very early summer 
morning before described, — the Birch, having had his silvery 
bark a little more scratched than usual, opened his mind to his 
friends. ^ 

" If you would but give way a little, and not stick out your 
branches in such a very stiff manner on all sides, I think you 
would find it a great deal more comfortable for yourselves, and 
it would certainly be more agreeable to your neighbours. Do 
try ! " 

"You are wonderfully ready in giving unasked advice!" 
remarked the young Spruce-fir next the Birch, in a very saucy 
manner. " We are quite comfortable as we are, I fancy ; and 
as to giving way, as you call it, what, or whom are we called 
upon to give way to, I should like to know ? " 

" To me, and to all your neighbours," cried the Birch, a little 
heated by the dispute. 

On which the Spruce-fir next the Birch cried " Never ! " in 
the most decided manner possible ; and those beyond him, cried 
" Never ! " too ; till at last, all the Spruce-firs, with one accord, 
cried, " Never ! " " Never ! " " Never ! " and half frightened 
the poor squirrel to death. Every hair on his beautiful tail 
trembled with fright, as he peeped down from the top of the tree, 
wondering what could be the matter with the Spruce-firs. 
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And certainly, there was one thing the matter with them, for 
they were very obstinate ; and as nobody can be very obstinate 
without being very selfish^ there was more the matter with 
them than they themselves suspected, for obstinacy and selfish- 
ness are very bad qualities to possess. But, so ignorant were 
they^of their real character, that they thought it quite a £ne 
thing to answer the Birch-tree's mild suggestion in such a saucy 
manner. Indeed, they actually gave themselves credit for the 
display of a firm, independent spirit ; and so, while they shouted 
" Never ! " they held out their branches as stiffly as possible to- 
wards each other, till they crossed, and recrossed, and plaited 
together. On which they remarked — 

" What a beautiful pattern this makes ! How neatly we fit 
in one with the other ! How pretty we shall look when we 
come out green all over! Surely the Wood-pigeons would 
have been quite glad to have built their nests here if they had 
known. What a pity they did not, poor things ! I hear them 
cooing in the elm-tree yonder, at a very inconvenient height, 
and very much exposed." 

" Don't trouble yourselves about us," cooed the Wood-pigeons 
from their nest in the elm. " We are much happier where we 
are. We want more breeze, and more leafy shade, than you can 
give us in your close thick-growing branches." 

" Every one to his taste," exclaimed the young Spruce-fir, a 
little nettled by the Wood-pigeon's cool remarks ; " if you pre- 
fer wind and rain to shelter, you are certainly best where you 
are. But you must not talk about leafy shade, because every 
one knows that you can have nothing of it where you are, 
to what you will find here, when we come out green all 



over." 



" But when will that be ? " asked the Wood-pigeons in a 
gentle voice. " Dear friends, do you not know that the spring 
is over, and the early summer has begun, and all the buds in 
the forest are turned to leaves ? And you yourselves are green 
everywhere outside, not only with your evergreen hue, but with 
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the young summer's shoots. I sadly fear, however, that it is 
not so in your inner bowers." 

** Perhaps, because we are evergreens, our sprouting may not 
go on so regularly as with the other trees," suggested one. But 
he felt very nervous at his foolish remark. It was welcomed, 
however, as conclusive by his friends, who were delighted to 
catch at any explanation of a fact which had begun to puzzle 
them. 

So they cried out, " Of course ! " with the utmost assurance, 
and one of them added, " Our outer branches have been green 
and growing for some time, and doubtless we shall be green all 
over soon ! *' 

" Doubtless ! " echoed every Spruce-fir in the neighbourhood, 
for they held fast by each other's opinions, and prided themselves 
on their family attachment. 

"We cannot argue," cooed the Wood-pigeons in return. 
" The days are too short, even for love ; how can there ever be 
time for quarrelling ? " 

So things went on in the old way, and many weeks passed 
over ; but still the interlaced branches of the Spruce-firs were no 
greener than before. But beautiful little cones hung along the 
outermost ones ; and, judging by its outside appearance, the 
grove of firs looked to be in a most flourishing state. 

Alas ! however, all within was brown and dry ; and the 
brownness and dryness spread further and further, instead of 
diminishing, and no wonder, for the summer was a very sultry 
one, and the confined air in the Fir-grove became close and 
unhealthy ; and after heavy rains, an ill-conditioned vapour rose 
up from the earth, and was never dispersed by the fresh breezes 
of heaven. 

Nevertheless, the Spruce-firs remained obstinate as ever. 
They grew on in their old way, and tried hard to believe that 
all was right. 

" What can it matter," argued they, " whether we are green 
or not, inside ? We are blooming and well everywhere else, 
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and these dry branches don't signify much that I can see. Stilly 
I do wonder what can be the reason of one part being more 
green than another." 

" It is absurd for you to wonder about it," exclaimed the 
Birch, who became more irritated every day. '* There is not a 
tree in the world that could thrive and prosper, if it persisted in 
growing as you do. But it is of no use talking ! You must 
feel and know that you are in each other's way every time you 
move ; and in everybody else's way too. In nvine^ most par- 
ticularly." 

"My dear friend," retorted the Spruce-fir, "your temper 
makes you most absurdly unjust. Why, we make a point of 
never interfering with each other, or with anybody else ! Our 
rule is to go our own way, and let everybody else do the same. 
Thus much we claim as a right." 

" Thus much we claim as a right ! " echoed the Spruce-fir 
grove. 

" Oh, nonsense about a ri^hty* persisted the Birch. " Where 
is the good of having a right to make both yourself and your 
neighbours miserable ? If we each of us lived in a field by our- 
"Selves, it would be all very well. Every one might go his own 
way then undisturbed. But mutual accommodation is the law 
of the wood, or we should all be wretched together." 

" My friend," rejoined the Spruce-fir, " you are one of the 
many who mistake weakness for amiability, and make a merit 
of a failing. We are of a different temper, I confess ! We are, 
in the first place, capable of having ideas, and forming opinions 
of our own, which everybody is not ; and, in the second place, 
the plans and habits we have laid down to ourselves, and which 
are not wrong in themselves, we are courageous enough to per- 
sist in, even to the death. '^ 

The Spruce-fir bristled all over with stiffness, as he refreshed 
himself by this remark. 

" Even," inquired the Birch, in an ironical tone ; " even at 
the sacrifice of your own comfort, and that of all around you ? " 
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*' You are suggesting an impossible absurdity," answered the 
vexed Spruce-fir, evasively. " What is neither wrong nor un- 
reasonable in itself can do no harm to anybody, and I shall never 
condescend to truckle to other people's whims as to my line of 
conduct* But there are plenty, who, to get credit for com- 
plaisance to their neighbours, would sacrifice their dearest prin- 
ciples without a scruple ! " 

*' Come, come ! " persisted the Birch ; "let us descend from 
these heights. There are plenty of other people, my friend, 
who would fain shelter the most stupid obstinacy, and the 
meanest selfishness, behind the mask of firmness of character or 
principle, — or what not. Now what principle, I should like to 
know, is involved in your persisting in your stiflT unaccommo- 
dating way of growing, except the principle of doing what you 
please at the expense of the feelings of other people ? " 

" Insolent ! " cried the Spruce-fir ; " we grow in the way 
which Nature dictates ; and our right to do so must therefore 
be unquestionable. We possess, too, a character of our own, 
and are not like those who can trim their behaviour into an un- 
meaning tameness, to curry favour with their neighbours." 

" I ought to be silent," cried the Birch ; " for I perceive my 
words are useless. And yet, I would like you to listen to me a 
little longer. Does the Beech-tree sacrifice her character, do 
you think, when she bends away her graceful branches to allow 
room for the friend at her side to flourish too ? Look, how 
magnificently she grows, stretching protectingly, as it were, 
among other trees ; and yet, who so accommodating and yield- 
ing in their habits as she is ? " 

" It is her nature to be subservient, it is ours to be firm ! " 
cried the Spruce-fir. 

*' It is her nature to throw out branches all round her, as it is 
that of every other tree," insisted the friendly Birch : " but she 
regulates the indulgence of her nsiture by the comfort and con- 
venience of others." 

" I scorn the example you would set me," cried the Spruce- 
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fir ; '^ it is that of the weakest and most supple of forest trees. 
Nay, I absolutely disapprove of the tameness you prize so 
highly. Never, I hope, will you see us bending feebly about, and 
belying our character, even for the sake of flourishing in a wood ! *' 

It was all in vain, evidently ; so the Birch resolved to pur- 
sue the matter no further, but he muttered to himself, — 

" Well, you will see the result." 

On which the Spruce-fir became curious, and listened for 
more. The Birch, however, was silent, and at last, the Spruce- 
fir made a sort of answer in a haughty, indifierent tone. 

" I do not know what you mean by the result" 

" You will know some day," muttered the Birch, very testily, 
(for the fir branches were fridging his bark cruelly — the wind 
having risen — ) " and even I shall be released from your an- 
noyance, before long ! " 

" I will thank you to explain yourself in intelligible lan- 
guage," cried the Spruce-fir, getting uneasy. 

" Oh ! in plain words, then, if you prefer it," replied the 
Birch. ** You are all of you dying." 

" Never ! " exclaimed the Spruce-fir ; but he shook all over 
with fright as he uttered it. And when the other Spruce-firs, 
according to custom, echoed the word, they were as tremulous 
as himself. 

" Very well, we shall see," continued the Birch. " Every 
one is blind to his own defects, of course ^ and it is not pleasant 
to tell home truths to obstinate people. But there is not a bird 
that hops about the wood, who has not noticed that your branches 
are all turning into dry sticks ; and before many years are over, 
there will be no more green outside than in. The flies and 
midges that swarm about in the close air round you, know it as 
well as we do. Ask the Squirrel what he thinks of your brown 
crackly branches, which would break under his leaps. And as 
to the Wood-pigeons, they gave you a hint of your condition 
long ago. But you are beyond a hint. Indeed, you are, I 
believe, beyond a cure." 
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They were, indeed ; but a shudder passed through the Fir- 
grove at these words, and they tried very hard to disbelieve 
them. Nay, when the winter came, they did disbelieve them 
altogether ; for, when all the trees were covered with snow, no 
one could tell a dead branch from a live one ; and, when the 
snow fell off, they who had their evergreen outside, had an ad- 
vantage over many of the trees by which they were surrounded. 
It was a time of silence too, and quiet, for the leafless trees were 
in a half-asleep state, and had no humour to talk. The ever- 
greens were the only ones who, now and then, had spirit enough 
to keep up a little conversation. 

At last, one day, the Spruce-firs decided to consult with a 
distant relation of their own, the Scotch-flr, on the subject. He 
formed one of a large grove of his own kind, that grew on an 
eminence in the wood. But they could only get at him through a 
messenger; and, when the Squirrel, who was sent to inquire 
whether he ever gave way in his growth to accommodate others, 
came back with the answer that, " Needs must when there was 
no help ! " the Spruce-firs voted their cousin a degraded being 
even in his own eyes, and scorned to follow an example so 
base. 

Then they talked to each other of the ill-nature of the world, 
and tried to persuade themselves that the Birch had put the 
worst interpretation on their condition, merely to vex them; 
and told themselves, in conclusion, that they had nothing to 
fear. But their anxiety was great, and when another spring 
and summer succeeded to the winter, and all the other trees 
regained their leaves, and a general waking up of life took 
place, a serious alarm crept over the Spruce-fir grove ; for, alas I 
the brownness and dryness had spread still further, and less and 
less of green was to be seen on the thickset branches. 

Had they but listened to advice, even then, all might have 
been well. Even the little birds told them how troublesome it 
was to hop about among them. Even the squirrel said he felt 
stifled if he ran under them for a cone. But they had got 

N 
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into their heads that it was a fine thing to have an independent 
spirit, and not mind what anyhody said; and they had a 
notion that it was a right and justifiable thing to go your own 
way resolutely, provided you allowed other people to do the 
same. But, with all their philosophy, they forgot that abstract 
theories are only fit for solitary life, and can seldom be carried 
out strictly in a wood. 

So they grew on, as before, and the Birch-tree ceased to talk, 
for either his silver peel had all come ofi', and he was hardened ; 
or else, he had taught himself to submit unmurmuringly to an 
evil he could not prevent. Certain it is, that no further argu- 
ment took place, and the condition of the Spruce-firs attracted 
no further notice; till, one spring morning, several seasons 
later, the whole wood was startled by the arrival of its owner, a 
new master, who was come to pay his first visit among its 
glades. 

The occasional' sound of an axe-stroke, and a good deal of 
talking, were heard from time to time, for the owner was 
attended by his woodman : and at last he reached the Spruce-fir 
grove. 

Alas ! and what an exclamation he gave at the sight, as well 
he might ; for nearly every one of the trees had fallen a victim 
to his selfish mistake, and had gradually died away. Erect 
they stood, it is true, as before, but dried, withered, perished 
monuments of an obstinate delusion. The owner and the wood- 
man talked together for a time, and remarked to each other 
that half those trees ought to have been taken away years ago : 
that they were never fit to live in a cluster together ; for, from 
their awkward way of growing, they were half of them sure 
to die. 

But of all the Grove there was but one who had life enough 
to hear these words ; and to him the experience came too late. 
All his old friends were in due time cut down before his eyes ; 
and he, who by an accident stood slightly apart, and had 
not perished with the rest, was only reserved in the hop^ 



THE LAW OF THE WOOD. 91 

that he might partially recover for the conyenience of a Christ- 
mas-tree. 

It was a sady solitary summer he passed^ though the fresh air 
blew freely round him dow, and he rallied and grew, as well as 
felt invigorated by its sweet refreshing breath \ and though the 
little birds sung on his branches, and chattered of happiness and 
love : for those who had thought with him and lived with him, 
were gone, and their places knew them no more. 

Ah, certainly there had been a mistake somewhere^ but it 
did not perhaps signify much now, to ascertain where ; and no 
reproaches or ridicule were cast upon him by his neighbours ; 
no, not even by the freed and happy silver-barked Birch ; for a 
gentler spirit than that of rejoicing in other people's misfortunes, 
prevailed in the pretty wood. 

So that it was not till Christmas came, and his doom was for 
ever sealed, that the Spruce-fir thoroughly understood the moral 
of his fate. 

But then, when the crowds of children were collected in the 
brightly-lighted hall, where he stood covered with treasures and 
beauty, and when they all rushed forward, tumbling one over 
another, in their struggles to reach his branches; each one 
going his own way, regardless of his neighbour's wishes or 
comfort; and when the parents held back the quarrelsome 
rogues, bidding them one give place to another, — '* in honour 
preferring one another," — considering public comfort, rather 
than individual gratification : then, indeed, a light seemed to be 
thrown on the puzzling subject of the object and rules of social 
life ; and he repeated to himself the words of the silver-barked 
Birch, exclaiming, — 

** Mutual accommodation is certainly the law of the wood, or 
its inhabitants would all be wretched together." 

It was his last idea. 
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" They slao serve who only stand and wait." — Miltoh. 

IS life t restlesB life ! " moBned the 
■cock on the church tower hy the sea, 
It hiniHelf swayed suddenly round by 
1, and creaked with dismay; "reetlesB, 
^ ife, and everybody complaiDing of one 
all the time. There's that tiresome weathercock pointing east, 
cried the old woman, as she hobbled up the chnrcbyard path to 
the porch last Sunday ; nam I know why I have got all my 
rheumatu: paint hack again. Then, in a day or two, came the 
farmer by on hia pony, and drew up outside the wall to have a 
word with the grave-digger. A. bad look out, Tomkins, said 
he, if that rascally old foeathercock is to be trusted, the nnnd's 
got info the wrong quarter again, and we shall have Toore rain. 
Was it my feult if he did find out through me that the wind 
was in, what he called, the wrong quarter? Besides, the wind 
always is in somebody's wrong quarter, I verily believe ! But 
am / to blame ? Did I choose my lot? No, no ! Nobody 
need suppose I should go swinging backwards and forwards, 
and round and round, all my life, telling people what they don't 
want to know, if I had my choice about the matter. Ah ! how 
much rather would I lead the quiet, peaceful existence of my 
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old friend, the Dial, down below yonder on his pedestal. That 
is a life, indeed ! " 

" How he is chattering away up above there," remarked the 
Dial from below ; ^^ he almost makes me smile, though not a 
ray of sunshine has fallen on me through the livelong day, — alas ! 
I often wonder what he finds to talk about. But his active life 
^ves him subjects enough, no doubt. Ah ! what would I not 
give to be like him ! But all is so different with me, — alas ! I 
thought I heard my own name too, just now. I will ask. 
Halloo ! up above there. Did you call, my sprightly friend ? 
Is there anything fresh astir ? Tell me, if there is. I get so 
weary of the dark and useless hours ; so common now, — alas ! 
What have you been talking about ? '* 

" Nothing profitable this time, good neighbour," replied the 
Weathercock ; " for, in truth, you have caught me grumbling." 

" Grumbling. . . . . ? Grumbling, you 7 " 

" Yes, grumbling, I ! Why not ? " 

'^ But grumbling in the midst of an existence so gay, so ac- 
tive, so bright," pursued the Dial ; " it seems impossible." 

" Gay, active, bright ! a pretty description enough ; but what 
a mockery of the truth it covers ! Look at me, swinging loosely 
to every peevish blast that flits across the sky. Turned here, 
turned there, turned everywhere. The sport of every passing 
gust. Never a moment's rest, but when the uncertain breezes 
choose to seek it for themselves. Gay, active, bright existence, 
indeed ! Restless, toiling life I call it, and all to serve a thank* 
less world, by whom my very usefulness is abused. But you, 
my ancient friend, you, in the calm enjoyment of undisturbed 
repose, steady and unmoved amidst the utmost violence of 
storms, how little can you appreciate the sense of weariness £ 
feel ! A poor judge of my troubled lot are you in your paradise 
of rest ! " 

" My paradise of rest, do you call it ? " exclaimed the Dial ; 
" an ingenious title, truly, to express what those who know it 
practically, feel to be little short of a stagnation of existence. 
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Dull, purposeless, unprofitable, at the mercy of the clouds and 
shades of night ; I can never fulfil my end but by their suf- 
ferance, and in the seasons, rare enough at best, when their 
meddling interference is withdrawn. And even when the sun 
and hour do smile upon me, and I carry out my vocation, how 
seldom does anyone come near me to learn the lessons I could 
teach. I weary of the night ; I weary of the clouds ; I weary 
of the footsteps that pass me by. - Would that I could rise, even 
for a few brief hours, to the energy and meaning of a life like 
yours I " 

" This is a strange fatality, indeed ! " creaked the Weather-* 
cock in reply, " that you, in your untroubled calm, should 
yearn after the restlessness I sicken of. That I, in what you call 
my gay and active existence, should long for the quiet you 
detest ! " 

" You long for it because you are ignorant of its nature and 
practical reality," groaned the Dial. 

" Nay, but those are the very words I would apply to you, 
my ancient friend. The blindest ignorance of its workings can 
alone account for your coveting a position such as mine." 

" If that be so, then every position is wrong," was the mur- 
mured remark in answer ; but it never reached the sky, for at 
that moment the mournful tolling of a bell in the old church* 
tower announced that a funeral was approaching, and in its 
vibrations the lesser sound was lost. 

And as those vibrations gathered in the air, they grouped 
themselves into a solemn dirge, which seemed as if it rose in 
contradiction to what had just been said. 

For it gave out to the mourners who were following the 
corpse to its last earthly resting-place, tliat every lot was good, 
and blessed to some particular end. 

For the lots of all (it said) were appointed, and all that was 
appointed was good. 

Little, little did it matter, therefore, (it said,) whether the lot 
of him wlio came to his last resting-place had been a busy or a 
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quiet one ; a high or a low one ; one of labour or of endurance. 
If that which was appointed to be done^ had been well done^ all 
was well. 

It gave out, too, that every time and season was good, and 
blessed to some particular purpose ; that the time to die was as 
good as the time to be bom, whether it came to the child who 
had done but little, or to the man who had done much. 

For the times and seasons, (it said,) were appointed, and all 
that was appointed was good. 

Little, little did it matter, therefore, (it said,) whether the 
time of life had been a long one or a short one. If that which 
was appointed to be used, had been rightly used, all was right. 

Echoing and re-echoing in the air, came these sounds out of 
the old bell-tower, bidding the mourners not to mourn, for both 
the lots and the times of all things were appointed, and all that 
was appointed was good. 

The mourners wept on, however, in spite of the dirge of the 
bell ; and perhaps it was best that they did so, for where are the 
outpourings of penitence so likely to be sincere, or the resolu- 
tions of amendment so likely to be earnest, as over the graves 
of those we love ? 

So the mourners wept ; the corpse was interred ; the clergy- 
man departed, and the crowd dispersed; and then there was 
quiet in the churchyard again for a time. 

Uninterrupted quiet, except when the wandering gusts drove 
the Weathercock hither and thither, causing him to give out a 
dismal squeak as he turned. 

But at last there was a footstep in the old churchyard again, 
a step that paced up and down along the paved path ; now west- 
ward towards the sea, now eastward towards the Lych-gate at 
the entrance. 

It was a weather-beaten old fisherman, once a sailor, who 
occasionally made of that place a forecastle walk for exercise and 
pondering thoughts, since the time when age and growing 
infirmities had disabled him from following regularly the more 
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toilsome parts of a fisherman's business^ which were now carried 
on by his two grown-up sons. 

He could do a stroke of work now and then, it is tnle, but 
the nows and thens came but seldom^ and he had many leisure 
hours on his hands in which to think of the past^ and look for- 
ward to the future. 

And what a place was that churchyard for awakening such 
thoughts ! There as he walked up and down, his own wife's 
grave was not many yards distant from his feet ; and yet, from 
amidst these relics and bitter evidences of finite mortality, he 
could look out upon that everlasting sea, which seems always to 
stretch away into the infinity we all believe in. 

Perhaps, in his own way, the sailor had often felt this, al* 
though he might not have been able to give any account of his 
sensations. 

Up and down the path he paced, lingering always a little at 
the western point ere he turned ; and with his telescope tucked 
under his arm ready for use, he stood for a second or two 
looking seaward, in case a strange sail should have come in 
sight. 

The sexton, who had come up to the churchyard again to 
finish the shaping of the new grave, nodded to him as he passed, 
and the sailor nodded in return ; but neither of them spoke, for 
the sailor's habits were too well known to excite attention, and 
the sexton had his work to complete. 

But presently, when half-way to the Lych-gate, the sailof 
stopped suddenly short, turned round hastily, and faced the sea, 
steadying the cap on his head against tho gale which was now 
blowing directly on his face — ^looked up to the sky — ^looked all 
around — ^looked at the Weathercock, and then stood, as if irre- 
solute for several seconds. 

At last, stepping over the grave-stones, he went up to the 
stone pedestal, on the top of which the Dial lay, waiting for the 
gleams of sunshine which had on that day fallen rarely and irre^ 
gularly upon it. 

o 
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" — If the clouds would but break away for a minute," — 
mused the old man to himself. 

And soon after, they did so, for they had begun to drive very 
swiftly over the heavens, and the sunlight, streaming for a few 
seconds on the dial-plate, revealed the shadow of the gnomon 
cast upon the place of three o'clock. 

The sailor lingered by the Dial for several minutes after he 
had ascertained the hour ; examining the figures, inscriptions, 
and dates. A motto on a little brass plate was let into the 
pedestal below : ** fflJBatCt, fOt g^ ^ItOto ItOt t^e Jour**^ There 
was some difficulty in reading it, it was so blotched and tarnished 
with age and long neglect. Indeed, few people knew there 
was an inscription there^ at all ; but the old sailor had been 
looking very closely, and so found it out, and then he spelt it 
all through, word by word. 

It was to be hoped that the engraver (one Thomas Trueman), 
who claimed to have had this warning put up for the benefit of 
others, had attended to it himself, for he had long ago— ay ! 
nearly a hundred years before — gone to his last account. The^ 
appointed hour had come for him, whether he had watched for 
it or not. 

Perhaps some such thoughts crossed the sailor's mind, for 
certainly after reading the sentence, he fell into a reverie. Not 
a long one, however, for it was interrupted by the voice of the 
sexton, who, with his mattock over his shoulder, was passing 
back on his way home, and called out to the sailor to bid him 
good evening. 

" Good night, Mr. Bowman," said he ; " we've rather a 
sudden change in the wind, haven't we ? " 

" Ay, ay," answered Bowman, by no means displeased at 
this deference to his opinion, and he stepped back again to the 
path, and joined his village friend. 

^' It i« a sudden change, as you say, and an awkward one 
too, for the wind came round at three o'clock, just at the turn 
of tide ; and it's a chance but what it will keep this way for 
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hours to come ; and a gale all night's an ugly things Tomkins^ 
when it blows ashore." 

*^ I hope you may be mistaken^ Mr. Bowman," rejoined the 
sexton ; " but I suppose that's not likely. However, they say 
it's an ill wind that blows nobody good, so I suppose I shall 
come in for something at last/' and here the sexton laughed. 

" At your age, strong and hearty," observed the sailor, eye- 
ing the sexton somewhat contemptuously, '^you can't have 
much to wish for, I should think." 

" Strong and hearty's a very good thing in its way, Mr. 
Bowman, I'll not deny ; but rest's a very good thing too, and 
I wouldn't object 'to one of your idle afternoons now and then, 
walking up and down the pavement, looking which way the 
wind blows. That's a bit of real comfort to my thinking." 

" We don't know much of each other's real comforts, I sus- 
pect," observed the sailor, abstractedly, and then he added — 

" You'll soon be cured of wishing for idle afternoons when 
they're forced upon you, Tomkins. But you don't know what 
you're talking about. Wait till you're old, and then you'll find 
it's I that might be excused for envying you, and not you me." 

'* That's amazing, Mr. Bowman, and I can't see it," per- 
sisted Tomkins, turning round to depart. « In my opinion 
you've the best of it; but any how, we're both of us oddly 
fixed, for we're neither of us pleased." 

With a friendly good-night, but no further remark, the two 
men parted, and the churchyard was emptied of its living guests. 

When the sailor sat down with his sons an hour or two after- 
wards to their evening meal ; said he, " We must keep a sharp 
look-out, lads, to-night ; the wind came round at three with the 
turn of the tide, and it blows dead ashore. I've been up to the 
Captain's at the Hall^ and borrowed the use of his big boat in 
case it's wanted, for unless the gale goes down with the next 
tide, — ^which it won't, I think, — ^we might have some awkward 
work. Anyhow, boys, we'll watch." 
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" JuBt what I said," muttered the Dial, as the sound of the 
last footsteps died on the churchyard path. " Just what I said ! 
Everything's wrong, hecause everybody's dissatisfied. I knew 
it was so. We're right in grumbling ; that's the only thing 
we're right in. At least, I'm sure Tm right in grumbling. 
I'm not so certain about my neighbour on the tower above. 
Halloo ! my sprightly friend, do you hear ? Did you notice ? 
Isn't it just as I said ? Everything's wrong to everybody." 

The strong west wind continued to sweep through the church* 
yard, and bore these observations away ; but the Weathercock 
meanwhile was making his own remarks to himself. 

" There, now ! There's the old story over again, only now 
it's the west wind that's wrong instead of the east ! I wish 
anybody would tell me which is the right wind ! But this, of 
course, is an ill wind, and an ugly gale, and they're afraid it 
will blow all night, (I wonder why it shouldn't, it blows very 
steadily and well, as I think,) and then they shake their heads 
at each other, and look up at me and frown. What's the use of 
frowning ? They never saw me go better in their lives. It's a 
fine firm wind as ever blew, though it does take one's breath 
rather fast, I own. If it did not make quite so much howling 
noise, I should have had a word or two about it with my old 
comrade below, who sits as steady as a rock through it all, I've 
no doubt. There is one thing I am not quite easy about my- 
self ... In case this west wind should blow a little, nay, in 
short, a great deal harder, even than now, I wonder whether 
there would be any danger of my being blown down ? I'm not 
very fond of my present quarters, it's true, but a change is 
sometimes a doubtful kind of thing, unless you can choose what 
it shall be. I wonder, too, whether people would be glad if I 
was gone ; or whether, after all, I mightn't be rather missed ? 
And I wonder, too — " 

But it began to blow too hard for wondering, or talking, or 
doing anything, but silently holding fast, for the gale was rising 
rapidly; so rapidly, that before midnight a hurricane was 
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driying over land and ocean, and in its continued roaring, 
mingled as it was with the raging of a tempest-tossed sea, every 
other voice and sound was lost. 

Tracts of white foam, lying like snow-fields on the water, 
followed the breakers as they fell down upon the shore with a 
crash of thunder, and were visible even through the gloom of 
night. 

Hour after hour the uproar continued, and hour after hour 
the church clock struck, and no one heard. Due west pointed 
the Weathercock, varying scarcely a point. Firm and composed 
lay the Dial on his pedestal, and the old church on her founda- 
tions, mocking the tumult of the elements by their dead, im- 
moveable calm. 

In the village on the top of the cliflF many were awakened by 
the noise ; and one or two, as they lay listening in their beds, 
forgot for a time their own petty troubles and trifling cares, and 
uttered wishes and prayers that no vessels might be driven near 
that rock-bound shore, on that night of storm ! 

Vain wishes ! vain prayers ! As they turned again to their 
pillows to sleep, with their children around them, housed in 
security and peace, the blue lights of distress were sent up by 
trembling hands into the vault of heaven, and agonized hearts 
wondered whether human eye would see them, or human hand 
could aid. 

And it might easily have happened, that, in that terrible 
night, no eye had caught sight of the signals, or caught sight 
of them too late to be of use, or that those who had seen had 
been indifferent, or unable to help. 

But it was not so, or the Weathercock would have pointed, 
and the Dial have shown the hour, and the sailor looked at both 
in vain. 

And this was not the case ! 

People were roused from their pillowed slumbers the next 
morning to hear that a vessel, with a passenger crew on board 
of her, was driving on the rocks. From cottage casements, and 
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from the drawing-room windows of houses on the top of the 
cli£P, the fatal sight wa3 seen^ for the dismasted ship rolling 
helplessly on the waters, drifted gradually in front of the village, 
looking black as if with the shadow of death. 

Delicate women saw it, who, all unaccustomed to such sights, 
and shuddering at their own helplessness, could only sink on 
their knees, and ask if there was no mercy with the Most High. 
Men saw it whom age or sickness had made weak as children, 
but who had once been brave and strong; and their hearts 
burned. within them as they turned away, and sickened at the 
spectacle of misery they could not even try to avert. Children 
saw it, who, mixing in the village crowd that by degrees 
gathered on the cliflP, "never ceased the vain prattling inquiry of 
why some good people did not go to help the poor people who 
were drowning in the ship ? 

" Young *un, you talk," growled one old fellow, who was 
eyeing the spectacle somewhat coolly through a telescope ; '^ and 
it'sybr such as you to talk ; but who's to get off a boat over 
such a surf as yon ? Little use there'd be in flinging away 
more lives to save those that's as good as gone already.*' 

" How you go on, Jonas ! " cried a woman from the crowd. 
" Here's a lady has fainted through you're saying that ; and 
what do you know about it ? While there's life there's hope. 
My husband went down to the shore hours and hours ago, be- 
fore it was light." 

" With coffins, I suppose," shouted some one, and the jest 
went roimd, for the woman who had spoken was the sexton's 
wife. But many a voice cried " shame," as Mrs. Tomkins 
turned away to lend her aid in carrying the fiiinting lady to her 
home. 

It was strange how time wore on, and no change for better 
or worse seemed to take place in the condition of the unhappy 
vessel, as far as those on land could judge of her. But she was 
at least a mile from shore ! and even with a glass it was im- 
possible to detect clearly the movements and state of her crew. 
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It was evident at one time that she had ceased to drifl^ and 
had become stationary^ and all sorts of conjectures were afloat 
as to the cause ; the most popular and dreadful of which, being, 
that she was gradually filling with water, and must go down. 

This was the reason (old Jonas said) why part of the crew 
had got into the boat that was being towed along behind by 
means of a rope, so that, when eveiy other hope was over, the 
rest of the men might join them, and make a last desperate 
effort to escape the fate of the sinking vessel. 

But still time wore on, and no change took place, nor did 
the vessel appear to get lower in the water, although at times 
the breakers rolled over her broken decks, and cries of " It's all 
over ! There she goes ! " broke from the crowd. The man at 
the helm seemed still to maintain his post; those in the boat 
behind still kept their places, and the few visible about the ship 
were busied, but no one could say how. 

At last somebody shouted that they were raising a jury-mast, 
though whether as a signal to some vessel within sight of them, 
or for their own use, remained doubtful for a time ; but by-and- 
by a small sail became visible, and soon afler, it was observed 
that the vessel had resumed her course, and that she was no 
longer drifting, but steering ! It was clear, therefore, that she 
had been anchored previously, that the crew had not given up 
hope, and that they were now trying to weather the rocky bay, 
and get into the nearest harbour. 

Old Jonas turned away, and lent his glass to others. The 
vessel was not filling with water, it was true, but could such a 
battered hulk, rolling as it did, ever live through the " race " at 
the extremity of the bay ? He doubted it, for his part — but he 
was disposed to doubt ! 

Others were more hopeful, and many a " Thank God for His 
goodness '^ relieved the anxious breasts of those who had hitherto 
looked on in trembling suspense. 

The villagers were gradually dispersing to their different 
occupations, when a couple of boys, who had gone down by 
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the clifFs to the shore, came running breathless back Mrith the 
news that the old sailor's (Mr. Bowman's) cottage, the only one 
near the shore, was shut up, the key gone, and nobody there. 
This new surprise was heartily welcome, coming as it did to en- 
liven the natural reaction of dulness that follows the cessation of 
great excitement ; and the good wives of the village, with their 
aprons over their heads, huddled together, more full of wonder 
and conjecture over the disappearance of the Bowmans, than over 
the fate of the still peril-surrounded ship. It was then disco- 
vered, but quite by an accident, that some one else had disap- 
peared — no other than Tomkins, the sexton. A neighbour, on 
her road home, accidentally dropping in at Mr. Tomkins's door, 
to ask afler the lady that had fainted, found the good woman 
sitting over the fire, rocking to and fro, and crying her heart 
out. 

" Go away, woman ! " cried she to her neighbour, as the 
door opened. ** Get away wi' ye ! I want none of ye ! I 
want ^none of your talking ! I'll not listen to any of ye till I 
know whether the ship's gone down or not ! " 

" The woman's beside herself ! " cried the neighbour. " Why, 
you don't know what you are saying, surely. The ship isn't 
likely to go down now ! There's a mast and a sail up, woman ! " 

" Ay, ay, but the * race ! ' " cried Mrs. Tomkins, rocking 
to and fro in despair. 

" The * race ' will not hurt it, there's a many says. It was 
only old Jonas that shook his head over that. Eh, woman, but 
you've lost your head with watching them. Where's your good 
man ? " 

Mrs. Tomkins almost shrieked, ** There ! he's there — rvith 
them ! I saw him through Jonas's glass." 

The neighbour was thunderstruck. Here was news indeed. 
But she pressed the matter no further, thinking in truth that 
Mrs. Tomkins's head was unsettled ; and so, after soothing her 
a bit in the best fashion she could, she left her to talk the matter 
over in the village. 
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Mrs. Tomkins was not unsettled in her head at all. She had 
been one of those who had had a peep through Jonas's glass^ 
and, to her horror, had detected, by some peculiarity of dress, 
the form of her husband sitting in the boat behind the vessel. 
The terror and astonishment that seized her rendered her mute, 
and she had retired to her own cottage to think it out by her- 
self — ^what it could mean, and how it could have happened — 
but she had caught Jonas's remark about the '^ race,'' and on 
reaching her own fireside, all thoughts merged in the one ter> 
rible idea that her husband might go down with the devoted 
ship. 

The report of Mrs, Tomkins's hallucination soon spread, and 
there is no saying to what a pitch of mysterious belief in some 
supernatural visitation it might not have led, had not the arrival 
of Bowman's daughter in the village, and the account she gave, 
explained the whole a£Pair. 

Bowman and his sons had not gone regularly to bed at all on 
the night previous, but, true to their intention, had kept watch 
in turn, walking up and down along the front of their cottage, 
which stood upon ground slightly raised above the shore. It was 
the old man himself who happened to be watching when the 
first blue lights went up, and it was then considerably past 
midnight. 

" What a mercy ! " was his first exclamation, after hurrying 
to the cottage, and bidding his sons follow him to the Hall ; 
*^ what a mercy ! " and he threw up his right arm with a clenched 
fist into the air, his whole frame knit up by strong emotion. 
The boys, not knowing what he meant, had only stared at him 
in sih*prise for a moment, for there was no time for talking. 
But the mind of the old man had, with the first sight of the 
blue lights, gone back to his churchyard lounge, to his observa- 
tions on the weather, to the startling inscription, and to his de- 
termination to watch and provide. It had gone forward, too, 
as well as backward. Forward, with the elastic determination 
and hope, which comes like inspiration to a good causey and 

p 
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for him by anticipation^ the daring deed had been done^ and the 
perishing crew rescued. " — ^What a mercy ! " — the exclama- 
tion comprehended past, present, and future. 

As by the position of the signals of distress. Bowman judged 
it would be best to put off the boat from the place where it 
usually lay, he locked up his cottage, (for the girl refused to be 
left there alone,) taking the key with him, and proceeded at 
once to the Hall ; but recollecting that his friend, the sexton, 
had made an urgent request to be called up, should any disaster 
occur, one of the lads ran up the cliff to the village, to give 
notice of what they were about. 

But before he was half-way there, he met poor Tomkins him- 
self, who, rendered restless and uneasy by Bowman's fears and 
the terrible weather, had come out to inquire how matters were 
going on. Thus, therefore, he joined their expedition at once, 
while his wife remained as ignorant of his movements as the rest 
of the village. 

The Captain, a fine old sailor, round the evening of whose 
days the glories of Trafalgar shed an undying halo, had made 
it clearly understood, when applied to, that, in case of the boat 
being wanted, his own assistance, also, might be depended 
upon; and he was true to his word; so that as soon as the 
dawn had broken, five men were to be seen on the beach under 
the Hall, up to their waists almost in water, struggling with 
the foaming breakers, and pushing off, with an energy which 
nothing but the most desperate resolution could have given 
them, a boat from the shore. Few words were spoken ; the 
one gave orders, and the rest obeyed — promptly, implicitly, 
and willingly, as if they had worked for years in company ; 
and thus, life and death at stake, they rowed over the waste of 
waters with mute courage, and a hope which never for an in- 
stant blinded them to the knowledge of the peril they in- 
curred. 

And thus it was that ere the full daylight had revealed to the 
villagers the disaster at sea, and even while they wer^ shudder- 
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ing for the fate of the supposed doomed vessel^ help and comfort 
had reached the despairing hearts of the bewildered men on 
board. 

There were plenty of people afterwards to say that anybody 
might have known — if they had only thought about it — that 
that man who was lashed to the helm^ and who had never 
changed his position for an instant, could have been no- 
body but the grand old Captain who had been so long in the 
wars! 

There were plenty also to say that Bowman, old as he was, 
was constantly on the look out, and was sure to be the first to 
foresee a disaster, and suggest what ought to be done, even when 
he could not do it himself! and didn't everybody know, too, 
that Tomkins was always foremost to have a hand in a job, 
whatever it might be. 

The vessel cleared the " race," and got safe to the next har- 
bour, and half the village went with Bowman's daughter and 
Mrs. Tomkins (now weeping as hard for joy as she had before 
done for terror), to meet them as they landed. 

What a talking there was ! and what bowing to the Cap- 
tain, who, dripping wet and cold, had nevertheless a joke for 
everybody, and even made Mrs. Tomkins smile by saying her 
husband had come with them on the look-out for a job, but 
happily his professional services had not been required, though 
he had done his duty otherwise like a man. 

But the wet fellow-labourers had to be dried and taken care 
of, and the half-exhausted crew had to be attended to and com- 
forted ; and the time for chatting comfortably over the events of 
that night, did not come till people's minds and spirits had 
cooled down from the first excitement. 

The weather cleared up wonderfully after that terrible storm 
had passed over, and the following Sunday shone out over vil- 
lage and sea, with all the brilliancy of spring. 

It was just as they were issuing from church after morning 
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service, that the Captain observed Bowman standing by the 
porch, as if waiting till the crowd had passed. He looked far 
more upright than usual, and had more of a smile upon bis face 
than was commonly seen there. The Captain beckoned to him 
to come and speak, and Bowman obeyed. 

" This has made a young man of you, Bowman," was the 
Captain's observation, and he smiled. 

" It has comforted me. Sir, I'll not deny," was Bowman's 
answer. 

^* I hope it will teach as well as comfort you," continued the 
Captain, with a half good-natured, half stem manner. " You've 
been very fond of talking of age and infirmity, and ^ cumbering 
the ground,' and all that sort of thing. But what it means, is, 
quarrelling with your lot. We may not always know what 
we're wanted for, nor is it for us to inquire, but nobody 
is useless as long as he is permitted to live. You can't 
have a shipwreck every day to prove it. Bowman, but this 
shipwreck ought to teach you the lesson for the rest of your 
life." 

" I hope it will, Sir," cried Bowman. 

" Not that you've so much credit in that matter, after all, as 
I thought," observed the Captain, with a sly smile. '* By your 
own account, if it hadn't been for these comrades of yours in 
the churchyard here," and as he spoke the Captain pointed 
with his stick to the Dial and Weathercock, ** you might have 
gone to bed and snored composedly all the night through, 
without thinking of whether the storm would last, or what it 
would do." 

Bowman touched his hat in compliment to the joke, recol- 
lecting with a sort of confusion that, as they were bringing the 
vessel into port, he had told the Captain the whole story of his 
noticing the change of wind at the particular hour of three, 
harping nervously and minutely on the importance of each link 
in the little chain of events, and dwelling much on the half- 
efiaced inscription, the words of which had never left his mind. 
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from the moment iivhen he got into the Captain's boat, to that 
when they reached the shore in safety, 

Scarcely knowing how to reply, Bowman began again— 

" Well, your honour, it's really true, for if it hadn't been 
that—" 

'^I know, I know," interrupted the Captain, laughing. 
" And now let us see your friends. I must have a peep at the 
inscription myself." 

The old sailor led the way over the grassy graves to the Dial, 
and pointed out to his companion the almost illegible words. 

There was a silence of several minutes, after the Captain 
had bent his head to read ; and when he raised it again, his 
look was very grave. Except for the mercy that had spared 
their lives in so great a risk, the hour might have been over for 
them. 

^' Bowman," cried the Captain at length, in his old good* 
natured way, " these comrades of yours shall not go unrewarded 
any more than yourself. Before another week is over, you 
must see that this plate is cleaned and burnished, so that all the 
parish may read the inscription ; and as to the Weathercock, I 
must have bim as bright as gilding can make him before 
another Simday. Come, here's work for you for the week, and 
the seeing that this is done will leave you no time for grumbling, 
eh, old fellow ? " 

Bowman bowed his lowest bow. It fell in with all his feel- 
ings to superintend such an improvement as this. 

'^ And while you're looking after them, don't forget the lesson 
they teach," continued the Captain. 

Bowman bowed again, and was attentive. 

" I mean that everything, as well as everybody, is useful in 
its appointed place, at the appointed time. But neither we nor 
they can choose or foresee the time." 

On the following Sunday, the sun himself scarcely exceeded 
in brilliancy the flashing Weathercock, which hovered gently 
between point and point on the old church-tower by the sea, as 
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if to exhibit his splendour to the world. Not a creak did he 
make as he moyed, for all grumbling was oyer, and he was sus- 
pended to a nicety on his well-oiled pole. Below, and freshly 
brightened up and cleaned, the Dial basked in the sunlight, 
telling one by one the fleeting hours, while the motto under- 
neath it spoke its warning, in letters illuminated as if with fire. 
Many a villager hung about the once-neglected plate, and took 
to heart those words of diyine wisdom, 

" SRatd^, for gc lino&p not t^c f^onr ; *' 

and many an eye glanced up to the monitor of storms and wea- 
ther, and echoed the " What a mercy ! " of old Bowman the 
sailor. 

" Are you silent, my sprightly comrade ? " inquired the Dial 
froln below, of his shining friend above. 

" Only a little confused and overpowered at first," was the 
answer of the Weathercock. " My responsibility is great, you 
know. I have a great deal to do, and all the world is observ- 
ing me just now." 

" That's true, certainly," continued the Dial. " Things are 
coming round in a singular manner. Everything's right, afler 
all ; but under such a cloud as we were a short time ago, it was 
not very easy to find it out." 

" Undoubtedly not, and a more excusable mistake than ours 
could not well be imagined. People with fifty times our ad- 
vantages, are constantly falling into the same errors." 

" Which is such a comfort," pursued the Dial, smiling as he 
glowed in the sunbeams. " However," added he, " that's a 
good idea of the old gentleman that was here just now^ and I 
shall try and remember it for future occasions, for it really 
appears to be true. * Everything is useful in its place at the 
appointed time.' That was it, wasn't it ? " 

" Exactly. And, conscious as I feel just now of my own 
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responsibility, I could almost add, (in confidence to jou, of 
course, mj ancient friend,) that I have a kind of sensation that 
everything is useful in its place, always, and at all times, though 
people mayn't always find it out." 

" Just my own impression," was the Dial's last remark. 
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, e WISH your cheerfulness were a little better 

I S timed, my friend," remarked a Tortoise, who 

ff for many years had inhabited the garden of a 

'\ suburban villa, to a Robin Redbreast, who was 

% trilling a merry note from a thom-tree in the 

shrubbery. " What in the world are you singing about at this 
time of year, when I, and everybody else of any sense, are try- 
ing to go to sleep, and forget ourselves ?" 

" I beg your pardon, I am sure," replied the Robin ; " I did 
not know it would have disturbed you." 

" You must be gifted with very small powers of observation 
then, my friend," rejoined the Tortoise. " Here have I been 
grubbing my head under the leaves and sticks half the morn- 
ing, to make myself a comfortable hole to take a nap in ; and 
always, just as I am dropping off, you set up one of your sense- 
less pipes." 

" You are not over-troubled with politeness, good sir, I think," 
observed the Robin; "to call my performance by such an offen- 
sive name, and to find feult with me for want of observation, is 
the most unreasonable thing in the world. This Is the first sea- 
son I have lived in the garden, and neither in the spring nor 
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in the few musical moments of summer have you ever objected 
to my singing. How was I to know you would dislike it now ? " 

'* Your own sense might have told you as much^ without my 
giving myself the trouble of explanation/' persisted the Tor- 
toise. " Of course, it's natural enough, and not disagreeable, 
to hear you little birds singing round the place, when there is 
something to sing about. It rather raises one's spirits than 
otherwise. For instance, when the weather becomes mild in 
the early year, and the plants begin to grow and get juicy, and 
it is about time for me to get up from my winter's sleep, I have 
no objection to be awakened by your voices. But now, in this 
miserable season, when the fruits and flowers are gone, and 
when even the leaves that are left are tough and dry, and there 
is not a dandelion that 1 care to eat ; and when it gets colder 
and colder, and damper and damper every day, this affectation 
of merriment on your part is both ridiculous and hypocritical. 
It is impossible that you can feel happy yourself, and you have 
no business to pretend to it." 

" But, begging your pardon once more, good sir ; I do feel 
happy, whatever you may think to the contrary," answered the 
Robin. 

" What, do you mean to say that you like cold, and damp, 
and bare trees, with scarcely a berry upon them ?" 

" I like warm sunny days the best, perhaps," replied the 
Robin, ^Mf 1 am obliged to think about it and make compari- 
sons. But why should 1 do so ? 1 am quite comfortable as it 
is. If there is not so much variety of food as there has been, 
there is, at any rate, enough for every day, and everybody knows 
that enough is as good as a feast. For my part, 1 don't Bee how 
I can help being contented." 

*' Contented ! what a dull idea, to be just contented ! I am 
contented myself, after a fashion ; but you are trying to seem 
happy, and that is a very different sort of thing." 

" Well, but happy ; I am happy, too," insisted the Robin. 

'^ That must be then because you know nothing of what is 
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coming/' suggested the Tortoise. '^ As yet, while the open 
weather lasts, you can pick up your fayourite worms, and satisfy 
your appetite. But, when the groimd has become so hard that 
the worms cannot come through, or your beak get at them, 
what will you do ?" 

'* Are you sure that will ever happen V^ inquired the Robin. 

'^ Oh ! certainly, in the course of the winter, at some time or 
another ; and, indeed, it may happen any day now, which makes 
me anxious to be asleep and out of the way.'' 

" Oh, well, if it happens now, I shall not mind a bit," cried 
the Robin ; " there are plenty of berries left !" 

^' But supposing it should happen when all the berries are 
gone ?" said the Tortoise, actually teased at not being able to 
frighten the Robin out of his singing propensities. 

" Nay, but if it comes to supposing j* exclaimed the Robin, 
'^ I shall suppose it won't, and so I shall be happy still." 

" But I say it may happen," shouted the Tortoise. 

" And I ask will it ?" rejoined the Robin, in quite as deter- 
mined a manner. 

** Which you know I cannot answer," retorted the Tortoise 
again. " Nobody knows exactly either about the weather or 
the berries beforehand." 

" Then let nobody trouble themselves beforehand," persisted 
the Robin. " If there was anything to be done to prevent or 
provide, it would be different. But as it is, we have nothing to 
do but to be happy in the comfort each day brings." Here the 
Robin trilled out a few of his favourite notes, but the Tortoise 
soon interrupted him. 

" Allow other people to be happy, then, as well as yourself, 
and cease squalling out of that tree. I could have forgiven you, 
had the branches been full of haws ; but, as they are all withered 
or eaten, you can have no particular excuse for singing in that 
particular bush, rather than elsewhere, so let me request you at 
once to go." 

" Of course I will do so," answered the Robin, politely. " It 
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is the same thing to me exactly^ so I wish you a good mornings 
and, if you desire it, a refreshing sleep." 

So saying, the Robin flew from the thorn-tree to another part 
of the grounds, where he could amuse himself without interrup- 
tion ; and the Tortoise began to hustle under the leaves and rub- 
bish again, with a view to taking his nap. 

But, by-and-by, as the morning wore away, the frosty feeling 
and autumnal mists cleared off; and when the sun came out, 
which it did for three or four hours in the early afternoon, the 
day became really fine. 

The old Tortoise did not fail to discover the fact ; and not 
having yet scratched himself a hole completely to his mind, he 
came out of the shrubbery and took a turn in the sunshine. 

" This is quite a surprise, indeed," said he to himself. *' It 
is very pleasant, but I am afraid it will not last. The more's 
the pity ; but, however, I shall not go to bed just yet." 

With these words, he waddled slowly along to the kitchen 
garden, where he was in the habit of occasionally basking under 
the brick wall ; and now, tilting himself up sideways against it, 
he passed an hour, much to his satisfaction, in exposing his 
homy coat to the rays of the sun ; a feat which he never dared 
to perform during the heats of summer. 

Meanwhile, the poor little Robin continued his songs in a 
retired comer of the grounds, where no one objected to his 
cheerful notes. A tiny grove it was, with a grassy circle in 
the middle of it, where a pretty fountain played night and day. 

During the pauses of his music, and especially after the sun 
came out, he wondered much to himself about all the strange 
uncomfortable things the Tortoise had said. Oh, to think of 
his having wanted to go to sleep and be out of the way ; and 
now here was the sunshine making all the grove as warm as 
spring itself! If he had not been afraid the Tortoise might 
consider him intrusive, he would have gone back and told him 
how warm and pleasant it was ; but absolutely he durst not. 

Still, he could not, on reflection, shut his eyes to the fact. 
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that there were no other songsters in the grove just then beside 
himself, and he wondered what was the reason. Time was, 
when the nightingale was to be heard every night in this very 
spot ; but, now he came to think of it, that beautiful pipe of his 
had ceased for months ; and where the bird himself was, nobody 
seemed to know. 

The Robin became thoughtful, and perhaps a little uneasy. 

There was the Blackbird, too ; — what was he about that he 
ako was silent? Was it possible that all the world was really, 
as the Tortoise said, thinking it wise to go to sleep and be out 
of the way ? 

The Robin got almost alarmed. So much so, that he flew 
about, until he met with a Blackbird, whom he might question 
on the subject, and of him he made the inquiry, why he had 
left off* singing ? 

The Blackbird glanced at him with astonishment. 

"Who does sing in the dismal Autumn and Winter ?" said he. 
" Really, I know of scarcely any who are bold and thoughtless 
enough to do so, except youi'self. The Larks may, to be sure, 
but they lead such strange lives in the sky, or in seclusion, 
that they are no rule for any one else. Your own persevering 
chirruping is (in my humble judgment) so out of character with 
a season, in which every wise creature must be apprehensive for 
the future, that I can only excuse it on the ground of an igno* 
ranee and levity, which you have had no opportunity of cor- 
recting." 

" It would be kinder to attribute it to a cheerful contentment 
with whatever comes to pass,'' cried the Robin, ruffling his fea- 
thers as he spoke, "/rejoice in each day's blessing as it comes, 
and never wish for more than does come. You, who are wish- 
ing the present to be better than it is, and fearing that the future 
may be worse, are meanwhile losing all enjoyment of the hour 
that now is. You think this wise. To me it seems as foolish 
as it is ungrateful !" 

With these words the Robin flew away as fast as he could> 
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for, to say the truths he felt conBcious of having been a little imr 
pertinent in his last remark. He was rather a young bird to be 
setting other people right ; but a Robin is always a bold fellow^ 
and has moreover rather a hot temper of his own, though he is 
a kind creature at the bottom. He had been insulted too, there 
was no doubt ; but when people feel themselves in the rights 
what need is there of ruffling feathers and being saucy ? 

And the Robin did honestly feel himself in the right ; but^ 
oh ! how hard it is to resist the influence of evil suggestions^ 
even when one knows them to be such, and turns aside from 
them. They are so apt to steal back into the heart unaw^ares, 
and undermine the principle that seemed so steady before. To 
a certain extent^ this was the case with our poor little friend ; 
and those who are disposed to judge harshly of his weakness, 
must remember that he was very young, and could not be ex- 
pected to go on right always without a mistake. 

Certain it is^ that he drooped awhile in spirits, as the winter 
advanced. He sang every day, it is true, and would still have 
maintained his own opinions against any one who should have 
opposed them ; but he was decidedly disturbed in mind, and 
thought sadly too much, for his own peace and comfort, of what 
both the Tortoise and Blackbird had said. 

The colder the days became, the more he became depressed ; 
not that there was any cold then that he really cared about, but 
he was fidgetting about the much greater cold which he had 
been told was coming; and, as he hopped about on the grass 
round the fountain, picking up worms and food, he was ready 
to drop a tear out of his bright black eye at the thought of the 
days when the ground was to be so hard that the worms could 
not come out, or his beak reach them. 

Had this state of things gone on long, the Robin would have 
begun to wish to go to sleep, like the Tortoise ; and no more 
singing would have been heard in the plantation of the suburban 
villa that year. 

But Robins are brave-hearted little fellows, as well as bold 
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and saucy ; and one bright day oar friend bethought himself 
that he would go and talk the matter oyer with an old Wood- 
lark, who he had heard frequented a thicket at a considerable 
distance off. 

On his way thither, he heard several larks singing high up 
in the sky over the fields; and by the time he reached the 
thicket he was in excellent spints himself, and seemed to have 
left all his megrims behind. 

It was fortunate such was the case, for when, as he approached 
the thicket, he heard the Woodlark's note, it was so plaintive 
and low, that it would have made anybody cry to listen to it. . 
And when the Robin congratulated him on his singing, the 
Woodlark did not seem to care much for the compliment, but 
confided to his new acquaintance, that although he thought it 
right to sing and be thankful, as long as there was a bit of com- 
fort left, he was not so happy as he seemed to be, si^ce in reality 
he was always expecting to die some day of having nothing at 
all to eat. 

" For," said he, " when the snow is on the ground, it is a 
perfect chance if one finds a morsel of food all day long.'' 

" But I thought you had lived here several seasons," sug- 
gested the Robin, who in his braced condition of mind was get- 
ting quite reasonable again. 

" So. I have," murmured the Woodlark, heaving his breast 
with a touching sigh. 

" Yet you did not die of having nothing to eat, last winter ?" 
observed the Robin. 

" It appears not," ejaculated the Woodlark, as gravely as 
possible, and with another sigh ; whereat the Robin's eye ac- 
tually twinkled with mirdi, for he had a good deal of fun in his 
composition, and could not but smile to himself at the Wood- 
lark's solemn way of admitting that he was alive. 

" Nor the winter before ?" asked he. 

" No," murmured the Woodlark again. 

" Nor the winter before that?" persisted the saucy. Robin. 
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" Well, no ; of coarse not/' answered the Woodlark, some- 
what impatiently, " because I am here, as you see." 

'^ Then how did you manage when the snow came, and there 
was no food V inquired the Robin. 

" I never told you there was actually no food in those other 
winters," answered the Woodlark somewhat peevishly, for he 
did not want to be disturbed in his views. '^ Little bits of things 
did accidentally turn up always. But that is no proof that it 
will ever happen again. It was merely chance !" 

** Ah, my venerable friend," cried the Robin ; " have you no 
confidence in the kind chance that has befriended you so often 
before ?" 

'^ I can never be sure that it will do so again," murmured the 
Woodlark, despondingly. 

" But when that kind chance brings you one comfortable day 
after another, why should you sadden them all by these fears 
for by-and-by ?" 

" It is a weakness, I believe," responded the Woodlark. " I 
will see what I can do towards enjoying myself more. You are 
very wise, little Robin ; and it is a wisdom that will keep you 
happy all the year round." 

Here the Woodlark rose into the air, and performed several 
circling flights, singing vigorously all the time. The old melan- 
choly pervaded the tone, but that might be mere habit The 
song was, at any rate, more earnest and strong. 

*^ That is better already," cried the Robin, gaily; " and for 
my part, if I am ever disposed to be dull myself, I shall think 
of what you told me just now of all the past winters ; namely, 
that little hits of things did always accidentally turn up. What 
a comforting fact !" 

** To think of my ever having been able to comfort any- 
body !" exclaimed the Woodlark. " I must try to take com- 
fort myself." 

" Ay, indeed," cried the Robin, earnestly ; " it is faithless 
work to give advice which you will not follow yourself." 



I>AILT BEE AD. 121 

So sayings the Robin trilled out a pleasant farewell, and re- 
turned to the shrubbery grounds, where, in an ivy-covered wall, 
he had found for himself a snug little winter's home. 

It was during the ensuing week, and while the Robin was in 
his blithest mood, and singing away undisturbed by megrims of 
any kind, but rejoicing in the comforts of each day as it came, 
that the Tbrtoise once more accosted him. 

When Robin first heard his voice, he was startled, and feared 
another scolding, but he was quite mistaken. The old Tortoise 
was sitting by the side of an opening in the ground, which he 
had scratched out very cleverly with his claws. It was in a 
comer among some stones which had lain there for years ; and 
one large one in particular overhung the entrance of the hole 
he had dug. The wind had drifted a vast quantity of leaves 
in that direction, and some of them had been blown even into 
the hole itself, so that it looked like a warm underground bed. 

" Hop down to me, little bird !" was the Tortoise's address, 
in a quite friendly voice ; an order with which the Robin at 
once complied. " Ah, you need not be afraid," continued he, 
as the Robin alighted by his side. '' I am quite happy now. 
See what a comfortable place I have made myself here in the 
earth. There, there, put your head in and peep. Did you ever 
see anything so snug in your life ?" 

The Robin peered in with his sharp little eye, and really ad- 
mired the Tortoise's ingenious labour very much. 

" Hop in,'' cried the Tortoise gaily ; " there's room enough 
and to spare, is there not ?" 

Robin hopped in, and looked round. He was surprised at 
the size and convenience of the place, and admitted that a more 
roomy and comfortable winter's bed could not be wished for. 

''Who wouldn't go to sleep?" cried the Tortoise; "what 
say you, my little friend ? But you need not say 5 I see it in 
your eye. You are not for sleep yourself. Well, well, we have 
all our different ways of life, and yours is a pleasant folly, after 
all, when it doesn't disturb other people. And you won't dis- 

R 
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turb me any more this year, for I have made my arrangements 
at last, and shall soon be so sound asleep, that I shall hear no 
more of ygur singing for the present. It's a nice bed, eh? isn't 
it ? Not so nice, perhaps, as the warm sands of my native land ; 
but the ground, even here, is much warmer inside it than people 
think, who know nothing of it, but the cold damp surface. Ah, 
if it wasn't, how would the snowdrop and crocus live through 
the winter? Well, I called you here to say good-bye, and 
show you where I am, and to ask you to remember me in the 
Spring J if — that is, of course, — ^you survive the terrible wea- 
ther that is coming. You don't mind my having been some- 
what cross the other day, do you ? I am apt to get testy now 
and then, and you disturbed me in my nap, which nobody can 
bear. But you will forgive and forget, won't you, little bird ?" 

The kind-hearted Robin protested his affectionate feeling in a 
thousand pretty ways, 

" Then you won't forget me in the Spring," added the Tor- 
toise ; '^ but come here and sit on the laurel bush, and sing me 
awake. Not till the days are mild, and the plants get juicy, of 
course, but as soon as you please then. And now, good-bye. 
There's alstrange feeling in the air to-day, and before many 
hours are over there will be snow and frost. Yours is a plea- 
sant folly. I wish it may not cost you dear. Good-bye." 

Hereupon the old Tortoise huddled away into the interior of 
his hole, where he actually disappeared from sight ; and as soon 
afterwards the drifting leaves completely choked up the entrance 
of the place, no one could have suspected what was there, but 
those who knew the secret beforehand. He had been right in 
his prognostication of the weather. A thick, gloomy, raw even- 
ing was succeeded by a bitterly cold night, and towards the 
morning the over-weighted clouds began to discharge themselves 
of some of their snow ; and as the day wore, the flakes got 
heavier and heavier and heavier ; and as no sunshine came out 
to melt them and a biting frost set in, the country was soon 
covered with a winding-sheet of white. And now, indeed, be- 
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gan a severe trial of the Robin's patience and liope. It is easy 
to boast while the san still shines^ if ever so little ; but it is not 
till the storm comes, that the mettle of principle is known, 

" There are berries left yet," said he, with cheerful compo- 
sure, as he went out to seek for food, and found a holly-tree 
by the little gate of the plantation, red with its beautiful fruit. 
And, after he had eaten, he poured out a song of joy and thank- 
fulness into the cold wintry sky, and finally retreated under his 
ivy-bush at night, happy and contented as before. 

But that terrible storm lasted for weeks without intermission ; 
or, if it did intermit, it was but to a partial thaw, which the 
night of frost soon bound up again, as firmly, or more firmly 
than ever. 

Many other birds besides himself came to the holly-tree for 
berries, and it was wonderful how they disappeared, first from 
one branch, and then from another : but still the Robin sang 
on. He poured out his little song of thanks after every meal. 
That was his rule. Other birds would jeer at him sometimes, 
but he could not be much moved by jeers. He had brought 
his bravery, and his patience, and his hope into the field against 
whatever troubles might arise, and a few foolish jests would not 
trouble a spirit so strung up to cheerful endurance. 

" I will sing the old Tortoise awake yet," said he, many and 
many a time, when, after chanting his little thanksgiving in the 
holly-tree, he would hover about the spot where his friend lay 
aaleep in the ground, and think of the spring that would one 
day come, bringing its mild days and its juicy plants, and its 
thousand pleasant delights. 

I do not say, but what it was a great trial to our friend, when, 
after dreaming all these things in his day-dreams, he was roused 
up at last by feeling himself unusually cold and stiff; and was 
forced to hurry to his ivy home to recover himself at all. 

The alternations too, of winter, are very trying. The long 
storm of many weeks ceased at last, and a fortnight of open 
weather ensued, which, although wet and cold, gave much more 
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liberty to the birds, and allowed of greater plenty of food. The 
Robin could now hop once more on the grass round the foun- 
tain, and get at a few worms, and pick up a few seeds. And 
he was so delighted with the change, that he half hoped the 
winter was over ; and he sat in the laurel-tree by the Tortoise's 
cave, and poured out long ditties of anticipative delight. But 
the bitterest storm of all was yet in store, — the storm of disap- 
pointed hope. 

Oh, heavy clouds, why did you hang so darkly over the earth 
just before the Christmas season ? Oh, why did the fields be- 
come so white again, and the trees so laden with snow-wreaths, 
and the waters so frozen and immoveable, just when all human 
beings wanted to rejoice and be glad ? Did you come^-perhaps 
you did ! — to rouse to tender pity and compassionate love, the 
hearts of all who wished to welcome their Saviour with hosannas 
of joy ? but who cannot forget, if they read the gospel of love, 
that whosoever does a kindness to one of the least of His disci- 
ples, does it unto Him. Surely, thus may the bitter cold, and the 
trying weather of a biting snowy Christmas, be read. Surely, 
it calls aloud to every one, that tmw is the moment for clothing 
the naked, for feeding the hungry, and for comforting the af- 
flicted. 

Heavily, heavily, heavily, it came down. There were two 
days in which the Robin never left his ivy-covered hole, but 
hunger took him at last to the holly-tree by the little gate. Its 
prickly leaves were loaded with snow, and on one side the stem 
could not be seen at all. Was it his fancy, or was the tree 
really much less than before ? He hopped from one white branch 
to another, and fancied that large pieces were gone. He peered 
under and over, picked at the leaves, and shook down little mor- 
sels of snow ; but nowhere, nowhere, nowhere, could a single 
berry be found ! 

The Robin flew about in distress, and in so doing caught 
sight of a heap of holly, laurel, and bay branches that were laid 
aside together to be carried up to the house to decorate its walls. 
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He picked two or three of the berries from them as they lay 
there, — ripe, red berries, such as he had gathered but lately 
from the tree ; and then came the gardener by, who carried the 
whole away. He flew after the man as he walked, and never 
left him until he disappeared with his load into the house. Its 
unfriendly doors closed against the little wanderer, and no one 
within knew of the wistful eyes which had watched the coveted 
food out of sight 

" I have eaten ; let me be thankful," was the Robin's resolute 
remark, as he flew away from the house and returned to the 
holly-tree, which had so lately been his storehouse of hope, and 
from its now stripped and barren branches, poured out, as be- 
fore, his lay of glad thanksgiving for what he had had. 

Not a breath of wind was blowing, not a leaf stirred ; not a 
movement of any kind took place, save when some overloaded 
branch dropped part of its weight of snow on the ground below; 
as the sweet carol of the still hungry little bird rose through the 
air on that dark, still, winter's afternoon. 

What did it tell of? Oh, surely, that clear bell-like melody, 
that musical tone, that exquisite harmonious trill, told of some- 
thing, — of something, I mean, besides the tale of a poor little 
desolate bird, whose food had been snatched away before his 
eyes, and who might be thought to have eaten his last meal. 

Surely, those solitary notes of joy, poured into the midst of a 
gloom so profound, were as an angel's message, coming with a 
promise of peace and hope, at a moment when both seemed dead 
and departed. 

Homeward from his day's work of business, there passed by, 
at that moment, the owner and inhabitant of the. little suburban 
villa. It had been a melancholy day to him, for it was sad- 
dened by painful recollections. It was the anniversary of the 
day on which his wife had been laid in her churchyard grave, 
and since that event two sons had sailed for the far-off land of 
promise, which puts a hemisphere between the loved and loving 
on earth. So that far-distant land held them, whilst one — not 
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80 distant^ perhaps^ but more unattainable for the present — held 
the other. No wonder, therefore, that on that owner^s face, as 
he approached his home, there hung a cloud of suffering and 
care, which not even the thought of the Christmas-day at hand, 
and the children yet spared to his hearth, could prevent or dispel. 

Verily the autumn of man's life comes down upon him as 
the autumn season descends upon the earth. Clouds and team 
mixed with whatever brightness may remain. 

All at once, however, the abstracted look of sorrow is startled. 
What is it that he hears ? He is passing outside the little plan- 
tation which skirts the grounds. He is close to the little gate 
near which the holly-tree grows. He pauses, — ^he stops, — he 
lifts up those troubled eyes. Surely, a wholesome tear is steal- 
ing over the cheek. Beautiful, tender, affecting, as the voice 
of the cuckoo in spring, there swept over the listener's heart, 
the autumnal song of the Robin. Sing on, sing on, from the 
top of your desolate tree, oh little bird of cheerfulness and hope ! 
Pour out again that heaven-taught music of contentment with 
the hour that now is. Shalt tkou be confident of protection, 
and man destitute of hope ? Shalt thouy in the depth of thy 
winter's trial, have joy and peace, and man never look beyond 
the cloud ? 

Poor little innocent bird, he sang his pretty song to an end, 
and then he flew away. Quarrel not with him, if in pain- 
ful recollection of the holly-berries that had been carried into 
the house, he hovered round its windows and doors, with anxi- 
ous and curious stealth. Whether across the middle of one win- 
dow he observed a tempting red cluster hanging down inside, 
no one can say. But the tantalizing pain of such a sight, if he 
felt it,* was soon over, for just then the window was opened, and 
along its outside ledge something was strewn by a careful hand. 
The window was closed again immediately, and, whoever it was 
within, retreated backwards into the room. 

From a standard rose-bush, whither he had flown, when the 
window was opened, our little friend watched the affair. 
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Presently a fragrant odour seemed to steal towards him, — 
something unknown yet pleasant, something tempting and Yerj 
nice. Was there any risk to be feared ? All seemed quiet and 
still. Should he venture? Ah, that odour again ! it was irre- 
sistible. 

In another minute he was on the ledge, and boldly, as if a 
dozen invitations had bidden him welcome to the feast, he was 
devouring crumb after crumb of the scattered bread. 

A burst of delighted laughter from within broke upon his 
elysium of joy for a moment, and sent him back with sudden 
flight to the rose-bush. But no disaster ensued, and he was 
tempted again and again. 

The children within might well laugh at the saucy bird, whom 
their father had, by his gift of bread-crumbs, tempted to the 
place. They laughed at the bold hop, — the eager pecking, — 
the brilliant bead-Uke eye of their new guest, — and at the bright 
red of his breast ; but it was a laugh that told of nothing but 
kind delight. 

" Little bits of things do accidentally turn up always, in- 
deed !" said the Robin to himself, as he crept into his ivy hole 
that evening to sleep ; and he dreamt half the night of the 
wonderful place and the princely fare. And next morning, 
long before anybody was awake and up, he was off to the 
magical window-ledge again, but neither children nor bread- 
crumbs were there. (How was he to know about breakfast 
hours, and the customs of social life ?) So it almost seemed to 
him as if his evening's meal had been a dream, too good a 
thing to be true, or if it had ever been true, too good to return. 
Yet a sweeter song was never heard on a summer eve, than that 
with which the Robin greeted that early day, the Christmas 
morning of the year. 

Perched in the laurel-bush near the Tortoise's retreat, he 
told his sleeping friend a long, marvellous tale of his yester- 
day's adventures, and promised him more news a^inst the time 
when he should return to wake him up in the spring. 
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Nor did he promise in vain ; for whether the Tortoise would 
be patient enough to listen or not, there was no doubt the 
Robin had plenty to tell. He had to tell of the daily meal 
that was spread for him, by those suddenly raised up friends — 
that daily meal that had never failed ; of the curious tiny house 
that was erected for him at the end of the ledge, which, carpeted 
as it was with cotton wool and hay, formed almost too warm a 
roosting-place for his hardy little frame. 

But even to the Tortoise he could never tell all he had felt 
during that wonderful winter; for he could never explain to 
any one, the mysterious friendship which grew up between him- 
self and his protectors. He could never describe properly the 
friendly faces that sat round the breakfast-table on which at 
last he was allowed to hop about at will. 

He told, however, how he used to sing on the rose-tree out- 
side, every morning of every day, to welcome the waking of his 
friends, and how, in the late afternoons, the father would some- 
times open the window, and sit there alone by himself, listening 
to his song. 

" Come, come, my little friend,'* remarked the Tortoise, 
when he did awake at last, and had come out of his cavern- 
bed, and heard the account ; ^' I have been asleep for a long 
time, and I dare say have been dreaming all manner of fine 
things myself, if I could but think of them. Now, I suspect 
you have had a nap, as well. However, I am very glad to 
see you alive, and not so half-starved looking as I expected. 
But as to your having sung every day, and had plenty to 
eat every day, and been so happy all the time, — ^take my ad- 
vice, don't try to cram older heads than your own with travel- 
lers' tales !" 
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" Will Done of you. Id pity 

To those you left behind, discloee the secret?" 

Blair's Gbavb. 

WONDER what becomes of the Frog, when 
he climbs up out of this world, and dieappears, 
so that we do not see even his shadow ; till, 
plop! he is among us again, when we least 
expect him. Does anybody know where he 
goes to? Tell me, somebody, pray ! " 

Thus chattered the Grub of a Dragon-fiy, aa he darted about 
with his numerous companions, in and out among the plants at 
the bottom of the water, in search of prey. 

The water formed a beautiful pond in the centre of a wood. 
Stately trees grew around it and reflected themselves on its sur- 
face, as on a polished mirror ; and the bulrushes and forget-me- 
nots which fringed its sides, seemed to have a two-fold life, so 
perfect was their im^e below, 

" Who cares what the Fk^ does ? " answered one of those who 
overheard the Grub's inquiry ; " what is it to us ? " 

" Look out for food for yourself," cried another, " and let 
other people's business alone." 

" But I have a curiosity on the subject," expostulated the 
6r8t speaker. " I can see all of you when you pass by me 
among the plants in the water here ; and when I don't see you 
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any longer, I know you have gone further on. But I followed 
a Frog just now as he went upwards, and all at once he went to 
the side of the water, and then began to disappear, and pre- 
sently he was gone. Did he leave this world, do you think ? 
And what can there be beyond ? " 

" You idle, talkative fellow," cried another, shooting by as 
he spoke, " attend to the world you are in, and leave the * be- 
yond,' if there is a * beyond,' to those that are there. See 
what a morsel you have missed with your wonderings about 
nothing." So saying, the saucy speaker seized an insect which 
was flitting right in front of his friend. 

The curiosity of the Grub was a little checked by these and 
similar remarks, and he resumed his employment of chasing 
prey for a time. 

But, do what he would, he could not help thinking of the 
curious disappearance of the Frog, and presently began to tease 
his neighbours about it again, WhM becomes of the Frog when 
he leaves this world ? being the burden of his inquiry. 

The minnows eyed him askance and passed on without speak- 
ing, for they knew no more than he did of the matter, and yet 
were loth to proclaim their ignorance ; and the eels wriggled 
away in the mud out of hearing, for they could not bear to be 
disturbed. 

The Grub got impatient, but he succeeded in inspiring seve- 
ral of his tribe with some of his own curiosity, and then went 
scrambling about in all directions with his followers, asking the 
same unreasonable questions of all the creatures he met. 

Suddenly there was a heavy splash in the water, and a large 
yellow Frog swam down to the bottom among the grubs. 

" Ask the Frog himself," suggested a Minnow, as he darted 
by overhead, with a mischievous glance of his eye. And very 
good advice it seemed to be, only the thing was much easier 
said than done. For the Frog was a dignified sort of personage, 
of whom the smaller inhabitants of the water stood a good 
deal in awe. It required no common amount of assurance to 
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ask a creature of his standing and gravity, where he had been 
to, and where he had come from. He might justly consider 
such an inquiry as a very impertinent piece of curiosity. 

Still, such a chance of satisfying himself was not to be lost, 
and after taking two or three turns round the roots of a water* 
lily, the Grub screwed up his courage, and approaching the 
Frog in the meekest manner he could assume, he asked — 

" Is it permitted to a very unhappy creature to speak ? *' 

The Frog turned his gold-edged eyes upon him in surprise, 
and answered — 

** Very unhappy creatures had better be silent. I never talk 
but when I am happyl" 

" But I shall be happy if I may talk,'* interposed the Grub, 
as glibly as possible. 

" Talk away then," cried the Frog ; " what can it matter to 
me?" 

" Respected Frog," replied the Grub, " but it is something I 
want to ask you." 

** Ask away," exclaimed the Frog, not in a very encou- 
raging tone, it must be confessed ; but still the permission was 
given. 

" What is there beyond the world ? " inquired the Grub, in a 
voice scarcely audible from emotion. 

" What world do you mean ? " cried the Frog, rolling his 
goggle eyes round and round. 

" This world, of course, our world," answered the Grub. 

" This pond, you mean," remarked the Frog, with a con- 
temptuous sneer. 

" I mean the place we live in, whatever you may choose to 
call it," cried the Grub pertly, "Z call it the world." 

" Do you, sharp little fellow ? " rejoined the Frog. " Then 
what is the place you don't live in, the * beyond ' the world, eh ? " 
- And the Frog shook his sides with merriment as he spoke. 

" That is just what I want you to tell me," I'eplied the Grub 
briskly. 
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" Oh, indeed, little one ! " exclaimed Froggy, rolling his eyes 
this time with an amused twinkle. '' Come, I shall tell you 
then. It is dry land." 

There was a pause of several seconds, and then, " Can one 
swim ahout there ? " inquired the Grub, in a subdued tone. 

*' I should think not," chuckled the Frog. " Dry land is 
not water, little fellow. That is just what it is not," 

" But I want you to tell me what it is/' persisted tlie Grub. 

" Of all the inquisitive creatures I ever met, you certainly 
are the most troublesome," cried the Frog. " Well, then, dry 
land is something like the sludge at the bottom of this pond, 
only it is not wet, because there is no water." 

*^ Really ! " interrupted the Grub, " what is there then ? " 

" That's the difficulty," exclaimed Froggy. " There is some- 
thing, of course, and they call it air; but how to explain it 
I don't know. My own feeling about it is, that it's the nearest 
approach to nothing, possible. Do you comprehend ? " 

" Not quite," replied the Grub, hesitating. 

" Exactly ; I was afraid not. Now just take my advice, and 
ask no more silly questions. No good can possibly come of it," 
urged the Frog. 

" Honoured Frog," exclaimed the Grub, " I must differ 
f^om you there. Great good will, as I think, come of it, if 
my restless curiosity can be stilled by obtaining the knowledge 
I seek. If I learn to be contented where I am, it will be 
something. At present I am miserable and restless under my 
ignorance." 

** You are a very silly fellow," cried the Frog, " who will not 
be satisfied with the experience of others. I tell you the thing 
is not worth your troubling yourself about. But, as I rather 
admire your spirit, (which, for so insignificant a creature, is 
astonishing,) I will make you an offer. If you choose to take 
a seat on my back, I will carry you up to dry land myself, and 
then you can judge for yourself what there is there, and how 
you like it. I consider it a foolish experiment, mind, but 
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that is your own look out. I make my offer, to give you 
pleasure." 

" And I accept it with a gratitude that knows no bounds," 
exclaimed the enthusiastic Grub. 

" Drop yourself down on my back, then, and cling to me as 
well as you can. For, remember, if you go gliding off, you 
will be out of the way when I leave the water." 

The Grub obeyed, and the Frog, swimming gently upwards, 
reached the bulrushes by the water's side, 

'' Hold fast," cried he, all at once, and then, raising his 
head out of the pond, he clambered up the bank, and got upon 
the grass. 

" Now, then, here we are," exclaimed he. " What do you 
think of dry land ? " 

But no one spoke in reply. 

" Halloo ! gone ? " he continued ; " that's just what I was 
afraid of. He has floated off my back, stupid fellow, I declare. 
Dear, dear, how unlucky ! but it cannot be helped. And, per- 
haps, he may make his way to the water's edge here after all, 
and then I can help him out. I will wait about and see." 

And away went Froggy, with an occasional jaunty leap, 
along the grass by the edge of the pond, glancing every now 
and then among the bulrushes, to see if he could spy the dark, 
mailed figure of the dragon-fly Grub. 

But the Grub, meanwhile ? Ah, so far from having floated 
off the Frog's back through carelessness, he had clung to it 
with all the tenacity of hope, and the moment came when the 
mask of his face began to issue from the water. 

But the same moment sent him reeling from his resting-place 
into the pond, panting and struggling for life. A shock seemed 
to have struck his frame^ a deadly faintness succeeded, and 
it was several seconds before he could recover himself. 

" Honible ! " cried he, as soon as he had rallied a little. 
" Beyond this world there is nothing but death. The Frog has 
deceived me. He cannot go there, at any rate." 
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And with these words, the Grub moved away to his old occu- 
pations, his ardour for inquiry grievously checked, though his 
spirit was unsubdued. 

He contented himself for the present, therefore, with talking 
over what he had done, and where he had been, with his friends. 
And who could listen unmoved to such a recital ? The novelty, 
the mystery, the danger, the all but fatal result, and the still 
unexplained wonder of what became of the Frog, — ^all invested 
the affair with a romantic interest, and the Grub had soon a host 
of followers of his own race, questioning, chattering, and conjec- 
turing, at his heels. 

By this time the day was declining, and the active pursuit of 
prey was gradually becoming suspended for a time ; when, as 
the inquisitive Grub was returning from a somewhat protracted 
ramble among the water-plants, he suddenly encountered, sitting 
pensively on a stone at the bottom of the pond, his friend the 
yellow Frog. 

" You here ! " cried the startled Grub ; " you never left this 
world at all then, I suppose. What a deception you must have 
practised upon me ! But this comes of trusting to strangers, as 
I was foolish enough to do." 

" You perplex me by your offensive remarks," replied the 
Frog, gravely. " Nevertheless, I forgive you, because you are 
so clumsy and ignorant, that civility cannot reasonably be ex- 
pected from you, little fellow. It never struck you, I suppose, 
to think what my sensations were, when I landed this morning 
on the grass, and discovered that you were no longer on my 
back. Why did you not sit fast as I told you ? But this 
is always the way with you foolish fellows, who think you can 
fathom and investigate everything. You are thrown over by 
the first practical difficulty you meet." 

" Your accusations are full of injustice," exclaimed the indig- 
nant Grub. 

It was clear they were on the point of quarrelling, and would 
certainly have done so, had not the Frog, with unusual mag* 
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nanimity, desired the Grub to tell his own story, and clear him- 
self from the charge of clumsiness if he could. 

It was soon told ; the Frog staring at him in silence out of 
those great goggle eyes, while he went through the details of 
his terrible adventure. 

" And now," said the Grub, in conclusion, " as it is clear 
that there is nothing beyond this world but death, all your 
stories of going there yourself must be mere inventions. Of 
course, therefore, if you do leave this world at ajl, you go 
to some other place you are unwilling to tell me of. You have 
a right to your secret, I admit; but as I have no wish to 
be fooled by any more tmvellers' tales, I will bid you a veiy 
good evening." 

" You will do no such thing, till you have listened as pa- 
tiently to my story as I have done to yours," exclaimed the 
Frog. 

" That is but just, I allow," said the Grub, and stopped to 
listen. 

Then the Frog told how he had lingered by the edge of the 
pond, in the vain hope of his approach, how he had hopped 
about in the grass, how he had peeped among the bulrushes. 
" And at last," continued he, *' though I did not see you your- 
self, I saw a sight which has more interest for you, than for any 
other creature that lives," and there he paused. 

"And that was?" asked the inquisitive Grub, his curiosity 
reviving, and his wrath becoming appeased. 

" Up the polished green stalk of one of those bulrushes," 
continued the Frog, " I beheld one of your race slowly and 
gradually climbing, till he had left the water behind him, and 
was clinging firmly to his chosen support, exposed to the full 
glare of the sun. Rather wondering at such a sight, considering 
the fondness you all of you show for the shady bottom of the 
pond, I continued to gaze, and observed presently,- — but I cannot 
tell you in what way the thing happened, — that a rent seemed 
to come in your friend's body, and by degrees, gradually and 
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after many struggles, there emerged from it one of those radiant 
creatures who float through the air I spoke to you of, and dazzle 
the eyes of all who catch glimpses of them as they pass, — a 
glorious Dragon-fly ! 

" As if scarcely awakened from some perplexing dream, he 
lifted his wings out of the carcase he was forsaking ; and though 
shrivelled and damp at first, they stretched and expanded in the 
sunshine, till they glistened as if with fire. 

" How long the strange process continued, I can scarcely tell, 
so fixed was I in astonishment and admiration ; hut I saw the 
heautiful creature at last poise himself for a second or two in 
the air hefore he took flight. I saw the four gauzy pinions flash 
hack the sunshine that was poured on them. I heard the clash 
with which they struck upon the air ; and I heheld his body give 
out rays of glittering blue and green as he darted along, and away, 
away, over the water in eddying circles that seemed to know no 
end. Then I plunged below to seek you out, rejoicing for your 
sake in the news I brought.** 

The Frog stopped short, and a long pause followed. 

At last — " It is a wonderful story," observed the Grub, with 
less emotion than might have been expected. 

" A wonderful story, indeed," repeated the Frog ; " may I 
ask your opinion upon it?" 

" It is for me to defer mine to yours," was the Grub's polite 
reply. 

" Good ! you are grown obliging, my little friend," remarked 
the Frog. " Well then, I incline to the belief, that what I have 
seen accounts for your otherwise unreasonable curiosity, your 
tiresome craving for information about the world beyond your 



own." 



" That were possible, always provided your account can be 
depended upon," mused the Grub, with a doubtful air. 

" Little fellow," exclaimed the Frog, " remember that your 
distrust cannot injure me, but may deprive yourself of a com- 
fort." 
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" And you really think, then, that the glorious creature you 
describe, was once a — ^" 

" Silence," cried the Frog ; " I am not prepared with defi- 
nitions. Adieu ! the shades of night are falling on your world. 
I return to my grassy home on dry land. Go to rest, little 
fellow, and awake in hope." 

The Frog swam close to the bank, and clambered up its sides, 
while the Grub returned to his tribe, who rested during the 
hours of darkness from their life of activity and pursuit. 
«««««« 

" Promise ! " uttered an entreating voice. 

*' I promise," was the earnest answer* 

" Faithfully?" urged the first speaker." 

" Solemnly," ejaculated the second. 

But the voice was languid and weak, for the dragon-fly Grub 
was sick and uneasy. His limbs had lost their old activity, and 
a strange oppression was upon him. 

The creatures whom he had been accustomed to chase, passed 
by him unharmed; the waterplants over which he used to 
scramble with so much agility, were distasteful to his feet ; nay, 
the very water itself into which he had been bom, and through 
which he was wont to propel himself with so much ingenuity, 
felt suffocating in its weight. 

Upwards he must go now, upwards, upwards! That was 
the strong sensation which mastered every other, and to it he 
felt he must submit, as to some inevitable law. And then he 
thought of the Frog's account, and felt a trembling conviction 
that the time had come, when the riddle of his own fate must 
be solved. 

His friends and relations were gathered around him, some of 
his own age, some a generation younger, who had only that 
year entered upon existence. All of them were followers and 
adherents, whom he had inspired with his own enthusiastic 
hopes ; and they would fain have helped him, if they could, in 
this his hour of weakness. But there was no help for him now, 

T 
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bat hope^ and of that he possessed, perhaps, even more than the j 
did. 

Then came an earnest request, and then a solemn promise, 
that, as sorely as the great hopes proved true, so surel j would 
he return and tell them so. 

'' But, oh! if jou should forget!'' exclaimed one of the 
younger generation, timid and uneasy. 

*^ Forget the old home, mj friend V ejaculated the sick 
Grub, '' foi^et our life of enjoyment here, the ardour of the chase, 
the ingenious stratagems, the triumph of success? Foi^t the 
emotions of hope and fear we have shared together, and which 
I am bound, if I can, to relieve ? Impossible !" 

'^ But if you should not be able to come back to us," sug- 
gested another. 

'' More unlikely still," murmered the half-exhausted Grub. 
** To a condition so exalted as the one in store for us, what can 
be impossible ? Adieu, my friends, adieu ! I can tarry here no 
longer. Ere long you may expect to see me again in a new and 
more glorious form. Till then, farewell ! " 

Languid, indeed, was the voice, and languid were the move- 
ments of the Grub, as he rose upwards through the water to the 
reeds and bulrushes that fiinged its bank. Two favourite 
brothers, and a few of his friends, more adventurous than the 
rest, accompanied him in his ascent, in the hope of witnessing 
whatever might take place above; but in this they were, of 
course, disappointed. 

From the moment, when, clinging with his feet to the stan of 
a bulrush, he emerged from his native element into the air, his 
companions saw him no more. 

Eyes fitted only for the watery fluid, were incapable of the 
upward glance and power of vision which would have en- 
abled them to pierce beyond it; and the little coterie of dis- 
coverers descended mortified and sorrowful, to the bed of the 
pond. 

The sun was high in the heavens when the Dragon-fly grub 



NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 139 

parted from his friends^ and tBey waited through the long hours 
of the day for his return ; at first, in joyful hope, then in tremu- 
lous anxiety, and, as the shades of evening hegan to deepen 
around, in a gloomy fear, that bordered at last on despair. " He 
has forgotten us," cried some. " A death from which he never 
can awake, has overtaken him," said others. " He will return 
to us yet," maintained the few who clung to hope. 

But in vain messenger after messenger shot upwards to the 
bulrushes, and to various parts of the pond, hoping to discover 
some trace of the lost one. All who went out, returned back 
dispirited from the vain and weary search, and even the most 
sanguine began to grow sick at heart. 

Night closed at last upon them, bringing a temporary suspen- 
sion of grief; but the beams of the next rising sun, while it 
filled all nature beside with joy and hopefulness, awakened them, 
alas ! to a sense of the bitterest disappointment, and a feeling of 
indignation at the deception which had been practised upon 
them. 

" We did very well without thinking of such things," said 
they; " but to have hopes like those held out, and to be de- 
ceived after all, — it is more than we can be expected to bear in 
patience." 

And bear it in' patience they did not. With a fierceness 
which nothing could restrain, they hurried about in the destruc- 
tive pursuit of prey, carrying a terrible vengeance in all direc- 
tions. 

And thus passed on the hours of the second day, and before 
night a sort of grim and savage silence was agreed upon among 
them, and they ceased to bewail either the loss of him they had 
loved, or their own uncertain destiny. 

But on the morning of the third day, one of the Grub's fa- 
vourite brothers came sailing into the midst of a group who 
were just rousing up from rest, ready to recommence the daily 
business of their life. 

There was an unnatural brilliancy about his eyes, which shone 
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as they had never done before, and startled all who looked at 
them, so that even the least observant had their attention arrested 
85 he spoke. 

** My friends," said he, " I was, as you know, one of our lost 
relative's favourite brothers. I trusted him, as if he had been 
a second self, and would have pledged myself a thousand times 
for his word. Judge, then, what I have suffered from his pro^ 
mise remaining still unfulfilled. Alas ! that he has not yet re- 
turned to us !" 

The favourite brother paused, and a little set in a comer by 
themselves murmured out, " How could he ? The story about 
that other world is false." 

'* He has not returned to us," recommenced the favourite 
brother. " But, my friends, I feel that I am going to him, 
wherever that may be, either to that new life he spoke about, 
or to that death from which there is no return. Dear ones ! I 
go, as h% did, upwards, upwards, upwards ! An irresistible 
desire compels ine to it ; but before I go, I renew to you — ^for 
myself and him — the solemn promise he once made to you. 
Should the great hopes be true, we will come back and tell you 
so. If 'I return not — but rely on me; my word is more to me 
than life. Adieu !" 

The Grub rose upwards through the water followed by the 
last of the three brothers, and one or two of the younger ones ; 
but on reaching the brink of the pond, he seized on a plant of 
the forget-me-not, and clinging to its firm flower-stalk, clam- 
bered out of the water into the open air. 

Those who accompanied him, watched him as he left the 
water; but, aft;er that, they saw no more. The blank of his 
departure alone remained to them, and they sank down, sad and 
uneasy, to their home below. 

As before, the hours of the dav passed on, and not a trace of 
the departed one was seen. In vain they dwelt upon the con- 
soling words he had spoken. The hope he had for a time re- 
awakened, died out with the declining sun, and many a voice 
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was raised against his treachery and want of love. ^' He is 
faithless/' said some, ^' He forgets us^ like his brother, in his 
new fortune," cried others. " The story of that other world 
is false/' muttered the little set in the comer by themselves. 
Only a very few murmured to each other, " We will not des- 
pair. 

One thing alone was certain, he did not return ] and the dis- 
appointed crowds took refuge from thought as before, in the 
fiercest rapine and excitement, scattering destruction around 
them, wherever they moved. 

Another day now elapsed, and then, in the early dawn fol* 
lowing, the third and last brother crept slowly to a half-sleepy 
knot of his more particular friends, and roused them up. 

'^ Look at my eyes,'' said he ; ^^ has not a sudden change 
come over them ? They feel to me swelled and bursting, and 
yet I see with a clouded and imperfect vision. Doubtless it is 
with me now, as it was with our dear ones before they lefl us. 
I am oppressed, like them. Like them, an invisible power is 
driving me upwards, as they were driven. Listen, then ; for 
on my parting words you may depend. Let the other world 
be what it will, gorgeous beyond all we can fancy of it, blissful 
beyond all we can hope of it, do not fear in me an altered or 
forgetful heart. I dare not promise more. Yet, if it be pos- 
sible, I will return. But, remember, there may well be that 
other world, and yet we, in ours, may misjudge its nature. 
Farewell, never part with hope. With your fears I know you 
never can part now. Farewell !" 

And he too went upwards, through the cool water to the 
plants that bordered its side ; and from the leaf of a golden 
king-cup he rose out of his native element into that aerial world, 
into which water-grub's eye never yet could pierce. 

His companions lingered awhile near the spot where he had 
disappeared, but neither sign nor sound came to them. Only 
the dreary sense of bereavement reminded them that he once 
had been. 
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Then followed the hours of vain expectation, the renewed 
disappointment^ the cruel doubts, the hope that struggled with 
despair. 

And after this, others went upwards in succession ; for the 
time came to all when the lustrous eyes of the perfect creature 
shone through the masked face of the Grub, and he must needs 
pass forward to the fulfilment of his destiny. 

But the result among those who were left was always the 
same. There were ever some that doubted and feared, ever 
some that disbelieved and ridiculed, ever some that hoped and 
looked forward. 

Ah ! if they could but have known, poor things ! If those 
eyes, fitted for the narrow bounds of their water world, could 
have been endued with a power of vision into the purer ele- 
ment beyond, what a life-time of anxiety would they not have 
been spared! What ease, what rest would have been theirs ! 

But belief would, in that case, have been an irresistible neces- 
sity, and hope must have changed her name. 

And the Dragon-fly, meanwhile, was he really faithless as 
they thought? When he burst his prison-house by the water- 
side, and rose on glittering wings into the summer air, had he 
indeed no memory for the dear ones he had so lately left ? No 
tender concern for their griefs and fears ? No recollection of the 
promise he had made ? 

Ah ! so far from it, he thought of them amidst the transports 
of his wildest flights, and returned ever and ever to the pre- 
cincts of that world which had once been the only world to him. 
But in that region also, a power was over him superior to his 
own, and to it his will must submit. To the world of waters he 
could never more return. 

The least touch upon its surface, as he skimmed over it with 
the pui'pose of descent, brought on a deadly shock, like that 
which, as a water-grub, he had experienced from emerging into 
air, and his wings involuntarily bore him instantly back from 
the unnatural contact. 
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" Alas ! for the promise made in ignorance and presump- 
tion, miserable Grub that I was/' was his bitter, constantly- 
repeated cry. 

And thus, divided and yet near, parted yet united by love, he 
hovered about the barrier that lay between them, never quite, 
perhaps, without a hope that some accident might bring his dear 
ones into sight. 

Nor was his constancy long unrewarded, for as, after even hig 
longest roamings, he never failed to return to the old spot, he 
was there to welcome the emancipated brother, who so soon 
followed him. 

And often, after that, the breezy air by the forest pond 
would resound in the bright summer afternoons, with the clash- 
ing of Dragon-flies' wings, as, now backwards, now forwards, 
now to one side, now to another, without turn or intermis- 
sion, they darted over the crystal water, in the rapture of the 
new life. 

It might be, on those occasions, that some fresh arrival of 
kindred from below, added a keener joy to their already joyous 
existence. Sweet assuredly it was to each new-comer, when the 
riddle of his fate was solved, to find in the new region, not a 
strange and friendless abode, but a home rich with the welcomes 
of those who had gone before. 

Sweet also it was, and strange as sweet, to know that even 
while they had been trembling and fearing in their ignorant 
life below, gleams from the wings of those they lamented, were 
dropping like star-rays on their home, reflected hither and 
thither from the sun that shone above. Oh ! if they could but 
have known !♦♦*♦*♦ 

Beautiful forest pond, crowded with mysterious Ufe, of whose 
secrets we know so little, who would not willingly linger by 
your banks for study and for thought ? There, where the beech- 
tree throws out her graceful arms, glorying in the loveliness 
that is reflected beneath. There, where in the nominal silence 
the innocent birds pour out their music of joy. There, where 
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the blue forget-me-not tells its tale of old romance, and the long 
grasses bend over their pictured shadows. There, where the 
Dragon-flies still hover on the surface of the water, longing to 
reassure the hearts of the trembling race, who are still hoping 
and fearing below. 




MOTES IN THE SUNBEAM. 

" TheD by a sanQS-beam I will climbe to thee." — Geo. Hebbbbt. 

!T wfts a bright, sunshiny day at Christmas-tide, 
when, once upon a time, two little girla were 
sitting on their mamma's sick-bed. One was a. 
very little thing, who could only just talk, and 
she was leaning her curly head against the bed- 
post. The other, some two or three years older, was sitting on 
a pillow near her mother. The children were not talking much, 
for there was a new baby in the house, and everybody was 
very quiet, though very happy ; and these two little sisters of 
the new-comer had only been admitted to see poor mamma, on 
condition that they would be very good and make no noise. 

But the active spirits of young animals cannot be long kept 
nnder; and so it happened that a strong gleam of winter sun> 
shine, entering into the room through a half-opened shutter, 
shot right across the middle of the bed, and attracted the eyes 
and attention of both the chUdren ; for up and down in this 
narrow atrip of light danced innumerable sparkling motes. 
The elder child, the Kate of our story, had a little open bos in 
her hand, and she stretched it out, up and down, into the 
beam, and whispered is a half-giggle of delight, " I'll catch the 
stars." Her mamma looked on and smiled, for the merry 
Kate made the play very amusing to herself. She pretended 
to catch the shining motes in the empty box ; and then put on 



146 MOTES IN THE SUNBEAM. 

a face of mock snrprise and disappointment at finding nothing 
inside when she peeped to see. Moreoyer, she kept up a little 
talk all the time : " There's one : — oh, he's such a beauty ! — I 
must have him \" and then she dashed the box once more into 
the streak of light. 

But this sport and the smiles on mamma's face soon became 
irresistible to the little Undine-child by the bed-post, and she 
said, yery gently, " Give me some, too." 

" Some * what?' my little Undine ?" asked mamma : " what 
are they?" 

Undine glanced at her mother, and then at the motes, and 
then she said, " Stars ;" — but there was a misgiving look on her 
face as she spoke. 

"No, they're not stars, — are they, Mamma?" observed die 
wiser Kate : '' they're nothing but dust ;" — and the box danced 
about quicker than ever. 

" They're not dust," pouted the offended little one : " they're 
stars!" 

"Well then, here, you shall have a boxful," cried Kate, 
thrusting the box on to Undine's lap, and covering it over with 
her pinafore: "Take care of them — take care of them — or 
they'll all go out." 

Very carefully and slowly did Undine uncover the box, and 
with a very grave and inquiring face did she examine it both 
inside and out, in search of the stars ; and then, in one of those 
freaks of change so common to children, she burst into a gay 
laugh, tossed the box up like a ball, and cried out, " They're 
nothing but dust — nothing but nastyr, dirty dust ! There they 

go!" 

And, "There they go!" echoed Kate; and forthwith the 
children commenced a jumping and noise, which quickly brought 
the nurse to the room, and an order for the removal of the 
riotous little damsels. 

" But, Mamma," enquired Kate, in a grave whisper, before 
she went away, " why does the dust look so like stars ?'* 
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" Be<»use the sun sent his light upon it," answered mamma: 
'^ Sunshine is like love, Kate, — it makes everything shine 
with its own beauty. You and Undine," added she, kissing 
her little girl's fat cheek, '' are stars in my eyes, because I see 
you in the sunshine of love." 

" But we're not ' nothing but nasty, dirty dust,* in reality," 
observed Kate, shaking her head very knowingly, as she led 
her little sister from the room. 



Those of my young readers who have lived in the north of 
England, will remember the fine old Christmas hymn that is 
sung in that part of the country. They will remember the 
many happy snowy Christmas-eves on which they went to bed, 
delighted at the thought of hearing it in the night ; and how a 
curious thrill of pleasure came over them when they really 
were roused from sleep by the solemn and beautiful sounds of — 

** Christians, awake ! salute the happy mom 
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was bom ;" 

— sung by the village waits, usually the church singers of the 
place. As I think of these things myself, I almost hear the 
grand old melody ; and can just fancy some little urchin, more 
hardy than the rest of his companions, creeping out of his snug 
bed to peep behind the blind at the well-known old men and , 
girls, all wrapped up in great coats and cloaks, to protect them 
from the stormy December night. I can fancy, too, how, after 
feeling very chilly as he stood at the window, he would go 
back to the warm bed, and say how cold the poor waits must 
be ! and how, between whispering about the waits and listening 
to the music, those children would while away one of the hap- 
piest hours of merry Christmas ; and then, after hearing the 
sounds revive and die away in other more distant parts of the 
village, would drop asleep as easily as tired labourers at night. 
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Well ! you wonder what this Christmas hymn has to do with 
my story of Kate and Undine ? Merely this, — ^that one of the 
verses hegins thus : — 

V Oh, may we keep and ponder in onr mind, 
. God's wondrbus love in saving lost mankind I" 

And this is taken from a passage in Scripture, to which I want 
to call your attention, — ^namely that, wherein it is said of the 
Virgin Mary, that she " kept and pondered in her heart" the 
wonderful things the shepherds had told her of our Saviour. 
Other people talked ahout them, and made a fuss ahout them, 
and then very likely forgot them ; but Mary ^^ pondered them 
in her heart ;" a practice which has, alas ! gone sadly too much 
out of fashion ; for everybody now-a-days is so busy either 
learning or talking, that for "pondering things in the heart" 
there seems to be neither time nor inclination. 

Nevertheless, mothers are still more apt to do it than anybody 
else. Indeed, they are constantly pondering in their minds the 
things that their children say^ or the things that people say of 
them. Sometimes they may ponder foolishly, but I hope not 
often, especially if they ponder in their hearts, and not in their 
heads only. 

Now the mother of Kate and Undine was a great pon* 
derer ; and as she had, just then especially, nothing else to do, 
you may be sure how she pondered over the pretty scene of her 
two little ones and the motes in the sunbeam. And the dust did 
look very like stars, she confessed to herself, as she lay looking 
up at the light. 

" But how wise," thought she, " the sober Kate felt at her 
own superior knowledge ! how proud to recognise dust for dust 
even under its most sunny aspect ! And yet how often, before 
life is ended, may she not make Undine's mistake herself, and 
take even dust for stars, merely because the sun shines upon 
it ! " 

And here the poor mamma uttered a short prayer that she 
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might be enabled to instil good principles into her children's 
mindS; that so Kate, and Undine too^ might know dust for dust 
whenever they saw it, let the outward world shine upon it never 
so brightly. 

And then she looked up at the sunbeam, as it streamed across 
her sick-bed, till she thought it was like so many things, she felt 
her head>becoming quite conftised. 

It was like love, as she had said, — yes ; but it was like cheer- 
fulness — ^like good-temper — like the Gospel charity : for do not 
the commonest things of life, and the dullest duties of life, shine, 
star-like, under their rays ? Yes ; but it was most of all like 
" the peace of God, which passeth all understanding ;" for that 
lightens up the dark career of earthly existence, and leads the 
soul upward along the bright path of its rays, till it reaches the 
everlasting home of light itself, 

" Ay, ay," thought the mother, as she looked once more : 
'^ Motes in the sunbeam as we are — miserable dust and ashes in 
ourselves — ^the light streams down upon us and transfigures us : 
we follow the light upwards, and become the children of light 
ourselves." 

Her head had indeed become confused amidst similes, and 
fancies, and half-waking dreams ; but before she could think the 
matter over, clearly and distinctly, she had fallen fast asleep. 
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A LESSOH" OF FAITH. 



' Let me hire yoa at a narge for my poor children,' said a Butterfly to 
a quiet Caterpillar, v>ko mat stroliijig aloTig a cabbage-kaf" &c. 

VHE Butterfly here intended is the female Pieris rapa, 
1 the smaller " Cabbage Butterfly," common in all gardens 
I throughout the summer. 

Ita winga are of a creamy white colour outside; the 
front ones with two largish black spots upon them, the hind onea with 
one. There ia also a dark patch at the outer comer of each front 
wing, and both wings are speckled into a greyish hue near the body. 
Underneath, the hind wings are a pale yellow, and there is a yellow 
patch in the outer corner of the front ones. 

The Caterpillar, that is, the Larva of this butterfly is green, with a 
row of yellow spots on each side, and one of ita faTouiite "food- 
plants" ia the cabbage. 

The Larvte, or caterpillars of the different families of butterflies, 
have always one or more partlcidar food-plants on which they live 
during their caterpillar state. There are some, for instance, (as 
Vanegaa urft'ciE, " Small Torl^ise-shell ;" Vaneasa atahada, " Red Ad- 
miral;") which feed entirely on the leaves of the st inging- nettle ; 
others, (of the family Argynnis,) on thoae of the dog-violet ; and so 
on ; and, by a mysterious instinct, the butterfly-mothers of these 
different races, always return from their wanderings to lay their eggs 
on those particular plants which are hereafter to be the food of their 
young. And this instinct never errs. There ia no fear that the 
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Vanessa urtica will ever, by a mistake, deposit her eggs on a cabbage- 
leaf, or the Cabbage Butterfly hers on a stinging-nettle. 

The Pieris rapa has a choice, however, of several food-plants ; 
among which is the mignonette ; but its haunting of the cabbage in 
particular has given rise to its common name. It is ** double-brooded,*' 
that is, the Caterpillar lays eggs twice during the season, and after that, 
though exactly how soon seems uncertain, she dies. Butterflies have 
three known stages of existence after they emerge from the egg : — ^first, 
as LarvtBf or caterpillars ; second, as Pupts, or chrysalides ; third, as 
the ImagOy i. e. the perfect creature — ^the Butterfly. 

n. 

*' You must give them early dew, and honey from the/lowers^ 

A "Natural history of Insects," professing to be compiled from 
Swammerdam, &c. has the following sentence about the food of the 
butterfly : — " The butterfly, to enjoy life, needs no other food but the 
dews of heaven, and the honeyed juices which are distilled from every 
flower." 

Eirby and Spence, and Stainton, it is true, make no mention of 
the " dews of heaven," but only of the honey from flowers ; yet as 
there is no natural impediment to their imbibing one liquid more than 
the other, and as the idea was a pretty one, it seemed a pity not to 
introduce it. 

The reader shall hear what Eirby and Spence say on the matter, 
however, for they give a very interesting account of butterfly-eating, 
and of the curious organ with which those insects are provided, in 
order to perform the imbibing with ease : — 

" The innumerable tribes of moths and butterflies eat nothing but 
the honey secreted in the nectaries of flowers, which are frequently 
situated at the bottom of a tube of great length. 

"They are accordingly provided with an organ exquisitely fitted 
for its office — a slender tubular tongue, more or less long, sometimes 
not shorter than three inches, but spirally convoluted when at rest^ 
like the main-spring of a watch, into a convenient compass. This 
tongue, which they have the power of instantly unrolling, they dart 
into the bottom of a flower, and, as through a siphon, draw up a sup- 
ply of the delicious nectar on which they feed." — ^Eibbt and Spence, 
p. 222. 

m. 

" Here, take this gold-dust from my wings as a reward,^^ 

Ant one who has ever handled a butterfly or a moth must have 
noticed the dust which adheres to their own Angers after so doing. 
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Now, this is no dust in reality, but a rubbed-off portion of the infi- 
nitely minute scales with which the wings of those insects are both 
covered and coloured, and which have given rise to the scientific name 
by which the race is distinguished, Lepidoptera, a word signifying 
scales and wings — scaly-winged, in fact. 

The wing of a butterfly or moth, deprived of these scales, is a thin, 
C9lourless membrane, without any beauty but its shape and transpa- 
rent delicacy; whereas when clothed, as it naturally is, with them, it is 
oHen a marvel of varied beauty and gorgeous splendour. 

These scales can only be properly seen under a microscope, and then 
their separate appearance is something like the head of a lance ; the 
narrow stick end being the one which adheres (however lightly) to the 
membrane of the wing, the broader end, which has two or three points, 
remaining free. 

Fancy such a set of microscopic lance-heads laid in an even row 
across the wing; and behind these, and overlapping the narrow points 
of adhesion, another, and another, and another ; all so scrupulously 
regular in arrangement-, that the general appearance of the whole is 
that of an exquisitely minute piece of Indian matting ; such matting 
being, however, not much like Indian matting in one respect, for there 
is often wonderful diversity of colour in the scales of which it is com- 
posed, and, consequently, wonderful varieties both of pattern and hue 
in the general efiect; sometimes brilliant patches, spots, or lines, 
occurring here and there; sometimes delicate shades, melting into 
each other, as if an artist*s hand had been at work upon them. 

Now, all these varieties are produced by the crowding together or 
intermingling of tiny scales of different colours, red, orange, green, 
white, yellow, black, &c. as the case may be. 

In the Pieris rapm white scales predominate on the upper side of 
the wings ; but wherever the spots and black patches spoken of are 
found, there are collections of black scales ranged closely together in 
tows; while the grey tint described near the body of the creature is 
caused by the intermingling of single black scales in such proportion to 
the white ones, as to get mixed up with them to the eye, and so produce 
the general effect of grey. The microscope corrects this optical delu- 
sion at once, and shows the distinct black scales dotted among the 
white ones as the cause of it. Underneath the wings, (t. e, more cor- 
rectly speaking, on the under side of them,) the colour of the scales is 
yellow ; a pale yellow, it is true, but there is pale as well as red gold, 
and it must be allowed to justify the expression used in the Parable. 



166 NO TE8. 



IV. 



" Now in the neighbovritig corn-field there lived a Larh^ and the Cater- 
pillar sent a message to Aim, to beg him to come and talk to her.^* 

The Lark, belonging to the granivorous, and not insectivorous tribe of 
birds ; i. e. supposed to live on grain, and not on insects, there seemed 
to be no danger of his gobbling the Caterpillar up, instead of talking to 
her, as was once suggested by a critical friend. Nay, according to 
White, had he been short of food, he would have been more likely 
to have eaten the cabbage-leaf than the Caterpillar, " many granivorous " 
birds,*' says he, " delighting in a variety of plants, such as cabbage, 
lettuce, endive, &c." 

See White's " Selboume," for an account of a Ringdove, whose craw 
was found full of " the most nice and tender tops of turnips," which 
the goodwife, to whom her husband had brought the bird, cooked 
and ate with it I 

Nevertheless, in spite of the granivorous and insectivorous classifica- 
tion, the caterpillar might not have been thoroughly safe, but for her 
size. Mr. Gould, whose authority no one will dispute, says that the 
lark *' feeds as much upon insects and even larvas, as upon seeds and 
grain, but the insects and larvas are of the smallest hinds ;" adding, 
with particular reference to the question of whether it would eat a 
caterpillar, " certainly not a large one." The reader will, it is hoped, 
be satisfied with this. 

V. 

In concluding these brief notes upon the ** Lesson of Faith," a quo« 
tation from Sir Thomas Browne's ^^Religio Medici*^ is not out of 
place. He says : ** There are two books from whence I collect my 
divinity : besides that written one of God, another of his servant, Na« 
ture — ^that universal and public manuscript that lies expanded unto the 
eyes of all : those that never saw Him in the one have discovered Him in 
the other." And afterwards, as if giving a particular direction to the 
above general statement, he adds : ** Those strange and mystical trans- 
migrations that I have observed in silkworms turned my philosophy 
into divinity. There is in these works of Nature, which seem to puzzle 
reason, something divine, and hath more in it than the eye of a com- 
mon spectator can discover." 

These two passages, from the works of a celebrated physician and 
philosopher, may well justify an efibrt to gather moral lessons from 
some of the wonderful facts in God's creation : the more especially as 
St. Paul himself led the way to such a mode of instruction, in arguing 
the possibility of the resurrection of the body, from the resurrection 
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of vegetable life out of a decayed seed : " Thou fool, that which thou 
sowest, is not quickened, except it die !" 

Tliou fool — fool ! not to be able, in thy disputatious wisdom, to 
read that book of " God's servant. Nature," out of which there are in- 
deed far more actual lessons of analogy to be learned thafi we are apt 
to suppose, or can at once detect. Assuredly, the changes of the silk- 
worm, and the renewal of life from the vegetable seed, are not more 
remarkable than the fact of the soaring butterfly arising from a vora- 
cious earth-grub — a change which, were the caterpillar a reasonable 
being, capable of comprehending its own existence, it would reject as 
an impossible fiction. 




THE LAW OF AUTHORITY AND OBEDIENCE. 

I. 

" The working-bees are Just the same as the queen^ when they are 

first homr 

HERE appears to be no doubt that the eggs and even the 
larvcB (i. e. grvbs) of the Queen and Working-bees are 
alike; the difference between them afterwards being 
caused by the manner in which they are, literally, 
'* nourished and brought up." Those, which turn out Queens, having 
been deposited in cells not only much longer than the common ones, 
but constructed of a different shape, placed in a different position, and 
kept warmer in temperature. Moreover, the royal grubs, as soon as 
they emerge from the egg, are fed upon a peculiar and " more pungent " 
sort of food, which Kirby and Spence call " the Royal Jelly." Now 
all larvcB of Bees.are fed upon food of a similar sort, namely, a whiteish 
jelly, elaborated^ as it is called, in the stomachs of the nurse-bees, from 
" a mixture of farina, honey, and water ;" the word elaboration being 
used to express a sort of preparation these materials undergo, the 
exact nature of which it is impossible to discover. But naturalists 
have discovered that between the jelly prepared for working grubs, 
and that intended for the nourishment of future queens, some delicate 
but distinct difference is to be found. 

That Workers and Queen-bees are alike in the egg and larva 
state is proved by the fact, that if, by any accident, the queen-bee 
of a hive is destroyed, the nurse-bees are able to obtain another 
queen by educating a young working grub for the high office ; such 
education consisting in their enlarging and altering the cell in which 
the grub is lying (knocking down those on each side of it to make room 
without the slightest compunction), until it is converted into one 
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of the sliape and size of those prescribed for royalty ; and this, and the 
administration for a couple of days of the before-mentioned royal 
jelly, have the desired eifect ; and in due time the sovereign, thus 
oddly raised from the ranks, takes her place at the head of her sub- 
jects, as much a queen to all intents and purposes as her predecessor 

II. 
" Have you been eating the poisonous halmia flowers .^" 

HoKET extracted from the flowers of Kalmia laiifolia is poisonous to 
human beings who eat of it. (See Kirby and Spence*s ** Introduction 
to Entomology,** page 76. Longman, and Co. London, 1856.) But whe- 
ther this poisonous honey is poisonous to the Bees themselves, in case 
of their swallowing it, is another question ; and one would be inclined 
to think that Nature would have warned them against an error fatal to 
themselves. Our bees, however, must be allowed to be considerate 
for their friends as well as for themselves. 



IIL 

*' Have you discovered that the mischievous honey-moth has laid her eggs 

in our combs f ** 

OaUeria alvearia^ the honey-moth, a small species, contrives some- 
times, in spite of the Bees who keep guard, to make her way into the 
hive, and there deposit her eggs, which afterwards prove a cause of 
destruction to the Bees; for the larvse hatched from her eggs '* form 
passages through the comb in all directions ;** and as they spin a silken 
tube as they proceed, which is too strong for the Bees to destroy, 
the attempt of the latter to sting them to death is in vain, and they 
are generally obliged, after a short time, to desert the hive. 

IV. 

'* A young queen-bee burst through her ceHf which ought to have been 

blocked up for a few days longer. 



n 



Afteb the first swarm has left a hive (which it always does with the 
old queen), and a young queen has been appointed, the nurse-bees 
have to take great care that a second young queen does not come out 
into active existence, until she is ready for flight with a second swarm ; 
as should the royal ladies meet, the death of one is inevitable. In 
order, therefore, to prevent this catastrophe, they solder up with wax 
the hole which the most forward pupa has made in her cocoon, and will 
not allow her to emerge for at least a couple of days. If during that 
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period she betrays hunger, by poking her proboscis through the hole, 
there is always a nurse-bee in attendance outride, who feeds her with 
honey till she is satisfied ; after which the hole is refilled with wax. 
And when at last, on her being considered fit to come out, she attempts 
to attack the other royal cells, and destroy their inmates, the workers 
on guard pull, and bite, and chase her away. This causes a general 
agitation, and at last, after repeated struggles and much disorder, a 
second swarm, either preceded or followed by the new queen, leaves 
the hive. 

Bees, like Butterflies, pass through three stages of existence after 
bursting from the egg. First, as Larva, or gmbsy as bee-maggots are 
called ; second, as Pupa, the nymph or aurelia state, in which they re- 
main rather more than four days ; third, as the Imago, or perfect 
creature — ^the Bee. 

Nurse-bees are a set of workers of rather smaller size than the rest, 
whose office it is to finish the construction of the different cells for the 
infant brood, after their foundations have been laid by the wax- 
makers ; to feed the larva, watch the royal cells, make any alterations 
that may become necessary, and prevent, if possible, the fatal accidents 
just spoken of, from taking place. 



THE UNKNOWN LAND. 

L 

*' It mattered Tiot to the Sedge Warbler whether it were night or day. 



mm: 



|HE Sedge Warbler {Salicaria Phragmitis) sings indif- 
ferently by night and day. Gilbert White, in his " His- 
tory of Selbome," writing to Mr. Pennant (for whose 
work on Zoology he was furnishing notes), says, " Of the 
Sedge bird be pleased to say it sings most part of the night ; its 
notes are hurrying but not unpleasing, and imitative of several birds, 
as the sparrow, swallow, skylark. When it happens to be silent in the 
night, by throwing a stone or clod into the bushes where it sits, you 
immediately set it a singing ; or, in other words, though it slumbers 
sometimes, yet as soon as it is awakened, it reassumes its song.** 

Upon which passage Mr. Jesse has the following confirmatory note 
in his edition of White's " Selbome :"— " I have always found this to 
be the case on passing the willow aits on the river Thames, in a boat, 
in the evening. The least noise at that time will set these birds 
singing/* And this account is further corroborated by the testimony 
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of a friend, who has for years been acquainted with the habits of the 
bird, on the banks of the Avon, at Salisbury, where they abound. 

White describes the Sedge Warbler as^" a delicate polyglot, having 
a surprising variety of notes, resembling the song of various birds." 

II. 

*' She built her nest down among the willows and reeds,^* &c. 

The Sedge Warbler builds her nest somewhat variously, according to 
the locality she has chosen, but it is usually not far from the ground ; 
whereas the nest of the Reed Warbler is always placed near the top 
of the reeds, four or five of which are fastened to it by the long grass, 
which the bird winds horizontally round it and them. Moreover, it is 
also very deep, so that the eggs are not liable to be jerked out by the 
waving of the reeds, nor the bird herself to be overbalanced. 

As regards this marvellous nest (a good woodcut of which may be 
seen in Yarrel's " Birds "), the Reed Warbler has the advantage over 
her otherwise favoured rival, the Sedge Warbler. The latter, how- 
ever, according to both Selby and Mudie, occasionally suspends hers 
between three or four reed-stems, but much nearer the ground than 
the other. Sometimes she chooses the centre of a briar-bush, some- 
times a patch of coarse herbage ; but wherever she puts it, she always 
takes care to place it out of the risk of being flooded. 

in. 

*' Now the mother-bird would sometimes leave the little ones below^ and go 
up into the willow brandies to sing cdone,** 

As female birds do not generally sing, an apology is due to the reader 
for the mother-bird being made the songstress all through this Parable. 
Nay, it having been criticised on this point, when it first appeared, 
in a Scottish newspaper, a question arose whether the whole should 
not be recast, to avoid this flaw in its natural history. But the 
late Dr. Johnston, of Berwick-upon-Tweed, to whom the case was 
referred (and to whom the book was eventually dedicated), wrote 
most warmly deprecating any change. " Your friend is very hyper- 
critical," he said; ^'it is well enough for me to joke about such 
little matters, but to sit down seriously to 'set down* faults in a 
fable upon natural history facts is a foolishness. Do not alter a 
word. You would have to alter everything were you to begin to 
correct according to book. 

" If birds, male and female, can talk, they can sing. It is true 
enough, I believe, that female birds in general do not sing, and the 
Sedge Warbler may follow the rule ; but I really do not know, and 



NOTES. 161 

just now I do not care to know Make a note of the ' error,* and 

produce the quotations.** 

The quotations alluded to were certain passages from our poets, 
which suggested themselves, as excuses for the " error,'* upon the 
ground of high authority. No real defence, it must be owned, but a 
sort of wall to take shelter behind. The Nightingale is, of course, 
the usual subject of these mistakes. 

" And in the violet-embroider*d vale 
Where the love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well.** 

MiiiTON, Song of Comus, 

■ 

" And Philomele her song with tears doth steepe." 

Spenseb, The Shepherd's Calendar^ Nov. 

" But the Nightingale, another of my airy creatures, breathes such 
sweet loud music out of her instrumental throat, that it might make 
mankind to think that miracles had not ceased.** — Walton's Atigler. 

** All abandon'd to despair she sings 
Her sorrows through the night ; and on the bough 
Sole sitting, still at every dying fall 
Takes up again, lier lamentable strain.** 

Thomson's Seasons, Spring. 

The old legend of Philomela may account for all this, especially in 
days when a classical fable, however hideous, was much more thought 
of than a natural history fact. 

But even Keats addresses the Nightingale as the 

*' Light- winged Dryad of the trees.** 

Well ! the ghost-like beauty of his ode to her, will atone for a thou- 
sand such errors I One is inclined to exclaim at the end, in his own 
words — 

" Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 
Fled is that music, do I wake or sleep P ** 

Moreover, Beattie sings, with less excuse, — 

'^ And shrill lark carols clear from her aerial tour.** 

The Minstrel. 
And probably many similar instances might be found. 

** Several weeks of changing autumn weather followed after this.** 
Mb. Selbt says that the Sedge Warbler arrives in England about the 
end of April, and is among the latest in taking its final departure in 
autumn. 
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V. 

•* And tookfligM — (hey knew not whither.^ 

It was necessary to the teaching of the Parable to &ad a migratory 
bird which was not gregarious, and therefore did not, probably, 
migrate in large separate flocks of males and females, as is the custom 
with gregarious birds; for in the flock migration it might be said 
(though the wonder would not be much less) that the birds who were 
only returning to their native land led the others ; and thus the moral 
of a strictly Unknown Land would be lost. 

Now the Sedge Warbler seemed to answer the purpose, as it is 
not a strictly gregarious bird ; for although, as Mudie says, they *'take 
possession of the sedgy and reedy banks of streams, in considerable 
numbers," when they come over, yet their family parties keep to 
themselves. Whether, however, they would migrate in little family 
companies, and, above all, whether, in case of the death of the parent 
birds, the young ones, bom in this country, would migrate alone to 
the really unknown land whence their parents had come, were difficult 
points to ascertain. On the latter difficulty, Dr. Johnston answered, ** I 
believe that if the parents of the Sedge Warblers were shot, after the 
young had forsaken the nest, they would migrate to their own land to 
a certainty." 

As to the mode of emigration of the race, no very exact information 
could be obtained; but, after reading the Parable, Dr. Johnston wrote, 
characteristically enough, as all who knew him will be aware : " Never 
mind about the natural history. Like other histories^ its fables are 
often the best part of it If your birds can speak and hold a pretty 
discourse, and talk away so naiurally, they may well choose their mates 
and travel in company. I am sure your birds were not naughty birds, 
but loved one another very much, and were very constant, and flew 
together, and emigrated together. Indeed they did, and I won*t be- 
lieve otherwise, even if Niebuhr should call it a myth, and a host of 
nonsensical fellows should rhyme in — * a myth;* and quote .... and, .... 
two dry sticks, in proof." 

VI. 

The preceding extracts from Dr. Johnston's letters, which will be 
welcome to his friends, and cannot, I hope, be otherwise to any one, 
lead me to wish to record here how much I was indebted to him in 
the compilation of these Parables, not only for information, but for 
the warmest encouragement, and the most confident prophecies of' 
lasting success. It is an easy matter to be pleased with what has al- 
ready succeeded, but only the few, by comparison, have self-confidence 
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or warm-heartedness enough to take an uncertain fate firmly by the 
hand. **They will please your children's children to a long way 
down," he said, " These lessons of yours will do good — ^ay, even 
long after their author has departed and gone hence.**— *^ You must 
make it a matter of duty to complete a series of these exquisitely 
told tales or fables." — " Do get .... to befriend me iu/ keeping you 
to this great work. For the work is great that must be so useful.** 

I trust the readers of these notes will be indulgent enough to forgive 
me for thus once appearing before them with personal allusions. No 
one who knew Dr. Johnston, or who knows his works, will be in the 
slightest degree surprised at the honest pride I fed in thus recording his 
favourable opinion ; and I have also the excuse of wishing to explain that 
it is in grateful memory of such highly valued appreciation, that the 
original dedication of the work is still preserved, although in point of 
fact it applies strictly to the first six Parables only, the rest having 
been written since his death in 1855. He hesitated about adopting 
t-he dedication at first, but from the kindest motives, as the reader will 
see from the following : — ** You must reconsider it ; it is a matter of 
consequence ; I am not a fabulist, but a retail-dealer in facts. Now 
I take it for granted that your little volume will live, and it ought to 
be dedicated to one who has knowledge. Do not be hasty. I shall 
be greatly deceived if the ultimate verdict on your work is not an im- 
primatur for generations to come, and any one may be proud to see 
their name associated with it. Now, what do you say to your Bishop ? 

It suits well the character of a Bishop to patronize the book 

that is to teach the young something after the manner in which his 
Master taught the adult. Do consider this. I am really in earnest, 
and I am anxious, for your sake, and for the book*s sake, that it should 
be properly introduced. The little book is a modest wee thing, and 
dares not speak its own value and worth, and no one will regard it for 
a time, unless *" My Lord* takes it under his arm, and says, * This is 
an adopted child of which I am proud.* I think t<he Bishop will do, 
but my name won't do.** 

It needs not to be told how I answered this suggestion. Enough that 
the book was dedicated to Dr. Johnston : but by the time it reached 
him, he was, alas ! already ^ sick unto death." Yet he was able, in a last 
letter, to acknowledge its receipt, but said — ** Even ' the book * and its 
dedication will scarcely rouse me from my indifference to all things. . . . 
I have no fear about the volume, and it will carry my name pleasantly 
throughout the island, .... but it was a foolish thing of you to do.** 

To those to whom Dr. Johnston's name is only a name, I would say 
that he was a man whom Sir Walter Scott would, had he known him, 
have taken to his heart of hearts. So genial, so warm-hearted, so 
full of imagination, and yet possessing such a fund of information, 
both antiquarian and scientific, that it was difiicult to say whether 



164 NOTES. 

the romances and history of his neighbourhood, or the living realities 
of its fields and shores, were nearest his heart. The " Natural History 
of the Eastern Borders,** the last work published during his lifetime, 
perhaps betrays the inner man more decidedly than any of the others, 
though his remarkable character is traceable in all. One yet remains 
to appear, concluded before his death, and even now actually in print ; 
but in the hands of the Trustees of the British Museum, proverbially 
slow in their movements, so that at the expiration of five years it still 
remains unpublished — ^^The Catalogue of British non-parasitical 
Worms." 

His *' History of British Zoophytes** will, in spite of modern dis« 
coveries and improved microscopes, and further investigations, go 
down as the great original English foundation-work on the subject. 
It is a comparatively simple task to add and improve, when the build- 
ing has been erected and stands firm. Easy enough then, to open a 
fresh window here and close one there, or throw in a new light from 
an upper story, which the master builder had not given much 
thought to ; but the trimmers-up and improvers would deceive, as 
well as disgrace themselves, were they not at all times ready to 
acknowledge what they owe to the first very great men of their class ; 
for, without them, they themselves might be at the present moment 
plunging about in a chaos of isolated facts. 



"KNOWLEDGE NOT THE LIMIT OF BELIEF." 




^' * Do we meet once again f * said a Zoophyte to a Seaweed (a CoraUina)^ 
in whose company he had been thrown ashore^ 

LMOST every body knows what a Seaweed is, but many 
people do not know that the graceful, buff*-coloured pieces 
they pick up among their favourite pink and green speci- 
mens, are not really Seaweeds, or any sort of plants, 
although they look as if they were, but animal formations, which are 
known among naturalists by the name of Zoophytes, It is not a very 
satisfactory name, for it means animalized'V^etable, and might mislead 
people into supposing there was a mixed animal and vegetable nature 
in the creatures alluded to, which is not the case. 

Zoophytes grow and spread like plants, it is true, with roots, stems, 
and branches, but this is mere outward similarity ; they are altogether 
animals, although very low in the scale of organization. 
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Bat this fact remuned unknown for a great length of time ; and till 
within the last century, in England, Zoophytes were generally be* 
lieved to be plants (Sea Mosses or Lichens), and figured as such in 
old herbals ; and even af);er the English merchant, Mr. John Ellis, had 
published his work, pointing out their animal nature, the great Linnaeus 
himself refused to adopt the theory in full, suggesting that they were 
'' really intermediate between the animal and vegetable kingdoms, so that it 
could not be said they properly belonged to either.^** 

Ellis*s book was published in 1755, and it formed '* an epoch in the 
history of natural science," and was the first which introduced the 
subject to the notice of the British world ; but the question had been 
battled in Italy and France for some time previously, although with 
intermitting and very partial success. 

Now, however, the matter was taken up warmly by the Royal 
Society, of which Ellis was a member, and all subsequent investiga- 
tions confirmed his views. Nevertheless, the learned man was not 
infallible, and mixed up a great error with his great discoveries. 

While removing a set of supposed plants to their true position as 
animals, he actually transferred with them certain undoubted plants 
to the same dignity, and thereby erred in the other direction. The 
public, however, which accepted the discovery, accepted the error 
too ; and, from Ellis's time down to within the memory of the present 
generation, a set of Seaweeds, known by the name of CoraUinas, was 
included among the accredited Zoophytes. 

Their stony, lime-covered coating, no doubt, led, in the first instance, 
to the mistake, which was shared in by Linnaeus ; a singular proof how 
easily learned men may sometimes get misled, even in what they take 
to be their observation of facts; especially when they come to those 
observations with some preconceived theory in their heads. 

Linnaeus maintained that only animals were capable of assimilating 
lime. He therefore concluded that the lime-coated Corallinas musth^ 
of animal nature, although animal life could never be observed in 
them. Ellis, observing the tiny pores in the limy coat, took it for 
granted that these corresponded to the true cells of the Zoophytes, 
although he did not pretend to say he had ever been able to detect 
the Polypes inhabiting them, — a fact which might easily be attributed 
by him to want of power in the microscope. 

There were not wanting people, even then, to dispute the correct- 
ness of Ellis*s conclusions upon the Corallinas ; but he stuck to his 
opinion,^ and the delusion continued till within a very few years. Now, 

* ** History of the British Zoophytes." — Johnston, p. 423, 2nd. ed. Van 
Voorst. 

t Even after dissolving the limy coat in vinegar, and examining the tissue 
beneath it 1 1 
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however, the point is settled for ever. Dr. Johnston excluded them 
from his '^ History of the Britbh Zoophytes," publishing an account 
of them in a separate work,* and stating his firm belief in their v^e- 
table nature ; and Dr. Harvej has admitted them as true plants into 
his ^^ Phjcologia Britannica.** 

If all theoretical delusions come to as satisfactory an end, it will be 
well for the world in general. 

It is very difficult to describe what a Zoophyte is, to a person who 
has not seen one ; but a general notion may be given, by saying that 
these formations, whether flat and spreading, or branching like trees, 
are covered with minute open cells^ in each of which resides a tiny 
creature called a Polype, which has it own separate existence in one 
way, although dependent on the life of the whole formation (called 
Polypidom) in another. That is to say, the Polypes take in their 
infusorial food from the surrounding water, separately each for him- 
self, yet the whole are connected together by ^^ a common meduUary 
pulp^^ (corresponding in some sort to the sap of a tree), running 
through stem and branches, and obvious enough in a living specimen. 

Exactly what the dependence between them is, cannot be ascer- 
tained, but the importance of the medullary pulp to the life of the 
whole Zoophyte is proved by the fact, that after a set of Polypes has 
died from cold, or other causes, a new one has sprung up from the old 
medullary pulp, when warmer weather or favourable circumstances 
arose. A Zoophyte may therefore be considered a compound animal ; 
or perhaps it may be likened to an animated tree, the Polypes cor- 
responding to the leaves, depending on the circulation of the general 
sap for existing at all, but each taking in its own share of nourishment 
from the surrounding atmosphere. No simile is quite perfect at all 
points, but this may serve to give a general idea of an arborescent 
Zoophyte. 

The incidents of the Parable are supposed to have taken place just 
at the close of the EUUian era ; that is to say, after the animal nature 
of Zoophytes had been established, but before the vegetable nature of 
the CoraUinas had been cleared up. 

II. 

*' I have learnt it from a very curious creature I have made acquaintance 

with here — a Bookworm" 

The larva of Hypothenemua eruditus f Not but that there are several 
other larvae of the race which bore minute holes through wood, lea- 
ther, and paper ; but we give the preference to our friend with the 
learned name. 



* M 



Histoxy of British Sponges and lathophytes." 
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" But as you have not got an eye^ and therefore cannot see, how am I to 

make you understand what seeing isf^^ 

Let those who think that everything is open to the investigations of 
man, try to excogitate a new sense; the total impossibility of doing 
which, is scarcely sufficiently thought of. Yet wha shall be so bold as 
to assert positively that our five senses are all that can be possessed by 
a creature endowed with life P 

But if other senses, which we do not possess, are nevertheless pos- 
sible to be possessed, may we not be ourselves in this world in much 
the same position as a born-blind man walking in a garden of flowers ? 
Even granting him the power of detecting a difference in colours by 
feel^ this can give him no idea of what those colours are to sight. Let 
the thoughtful reader turn this fact carefully in his mind, and see by 
what possible process he could convey a true full notion of either see- 
ing or hearing to men born blind or deaf. He may suggest substi- 
tutes for the particular missing senses ; that is, ways of doing without 
them; as, for instance, ways of knowing colours without sight, or the 
vibrations of sound without hearing ; but sight and hearing cannot be 
explained to those to whom Gk>d has not given those particular senses. 
'* Knowledge at one entrance quite shul out," is the conclusion of the 
matter ; and then comes the not unfair inquiry — by how inany other 
possible entrances knowledge may not be shut out from even our most 
perfect selves ? So that, to ^' see in part and know in part," may be 
a quite as scientific as it is a scriptural statement. 

Li a lecture, delivered at the Mechanics* Institute at Berwick, on 
Star Fishes and Sea Jellies, Dr. Johnston suggested the possibility 
that some particular organ of the Star Fishes, the object of which 
could not be ascertained, might be a sense of which we knew no- 
thing, arguing that " it was wrong to conceive that because we had 
only five senses, star-fishes or other animals could have no more, or 
none which were not analogous to ours.* 

Let the ingenious reader, who is disposed to test his own powers, 
excogitate the Star Fish's unknown sense ! The result of such an 
endeavour will not be unprofitable, if it teaches a lesson of humility. 

* l^ewspaper report of the Lecture. 
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TRAINING AND RESTRAINING. 
" What a difference in size^ in colour^ and in fragrance*^ 

HEN we walk through a fine nursery-garden of modem 
days, and look upon the endless variety of rich, full-bloom- 
ing roses, of every size, and scent, and hue, does not the 
thought rise involuntarily to the mind — how amazing that 
all these should have been produced by man*8 cultivation, from the 
"^ild roses of the fields ! 

Surely this power of art and culture to bring out latent, unsus- 
pected beauties and virtues^ in the vegetable world, is a very singular 
as well as interesting fact, and may well give rise to a few curious 
speculations and inquiries. 

Which, for instance, dare we pronounce to be the really natural, 
original condition of the flower, the wild or the cultivated one ? Bo- 
tanists will, of course, say the wild one, because it is that out of whiclx 
the other has been (in the present state of things) developed. 

But then, they can give no real interpretation of the existence of 
such a capability of development in the very nature of the flower ; 
nor throw any light on the puzzling question of why the Creator 
should have left any portion of His works in a half-perfected con- 
dition. 

So that, in spite of botanical decisions, a doubt will now and then 
arise, as to whether the fact of the wild state being the original one is 
quite so clearly established as people suppose. 

Any how, a conjecture is quite allowable in the other direction ; 
viz. that a state of exceeding perfection^ of which our utmost im- 
provements give but the faintest notion, was the one in which these 
children of the soil were originally created ; their truly natural one, 
because the perfection of their nature — ^the one from which they have 
since fallen — the one to which they will one day be restored. 

Perhaps the rose of Paradise exceeded in glory and beauty the 
most beautiful which man's labour has evolved, as much as these latter 
exceed the few-petaled, thorny woodbine, which winds about our 
hedge-rows. And so with the convolvulus, the geranium, the carna- 
tion, the strawberry, and all other fruits and flowers of the earth. 
Still further latent, undeveloped, as yet unsuspected, virtues, glories, 
and beauties, may lurk in even the best cultivated of them all ; for we 
cannot reasonably assume, that, because so much has been accom- 
plished, nothing more is possible to be done. 

Are we not told that one day, ^^ the creature itself also shall be de- 
livered from the bondage of corruption ;" that curse, under which the 
earth and all that it brings forth, as well as its human inhabitants, now 
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lie "groaning aiid travailing together in pain?" And if so, then 
what our art and culture really do, is not to improve upon God*s ori- 
ginal creation, but to bring the now fallen " creature** a few steps back 
towards its original more perfect state. 

The word " creature," in the 19th, 20th, and Slst verses of the 8th 
chapter of St. PauPs Epistle to the Romans, has been variously inter- 
preted, it is true ; but more and more the conviction is becoming ge- 
neral, that by it is meant the created universe at large, inanimate 
nature, and the brute beasts, who 

^ nourish a blind life within the brain," 

and not the particular creature man, who is evidently alluded to in a 
subsequent verse, as ourselves also, 

" And not only they*^ X^ays St. Paul) " but ourselves also groan within 
ourselves, waiting for the adoption, to wit, for the redemption of our 
body." 

They — that is, the creature (creation generally) : ourselves also — that 
is, man, the higher favoured race. 

If it be asked how inanimate nature can be said to groan, it may be 
answered that we are equally told that " the wilderness and solitary 
place" are one day " to rejoice and blossom as the rose ;" and that both 
are metaphorical expressions to a certain extent, but true in their 
meaning and bearing directly upon each other. The earth, which St. 
Paul describes as " groaning in pain" under the bondage of the curse, 
Isaiah promises shall " rejoice" when that curse is removed ; and it is 
quite possible that there is more of matter-of-fact truth in both ex- 
pressions than matter-of-fact people are apt to suppose. 

Not only Dr. Gumming, but one of our own soundest divines * once 
quoted, in a sermon, a passage from the German poet Gk>ethe, which 
confirms singularly, by the feeling it depicts, the statements of St. 
Paul : — " When I stand alone at night in open nature, I feel as though 
it were a spirit which begged of me redemption. Often have I the 
feeling, as if nature, in wailing accents, entreated something of me, 
so that not to understand what she longed for, cut me to the heart." 

The suggestions here thrown out are, to say the least of them, in- 
nocent, and, pushed a little further, they may be made even useful, 
by teaching us not only hope, but humility. 

By what has been done for the fruits and flowers (in obedience to 
(xod*s command, that man should till the ground, and force from it 
by labour the riches it was no longer permitted to give out spon- 
taneously) we may infer what can be done for man himself by culture 
in a proper direction. It is a striking fact, that the staff of life can 

* The Dean of Chichester— Dr. Hook. 

Z 
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only be preserved by diligent husbandry. Wheat is scarcely to be 
found in any region of the earth in a wild or indigenous state. Where 
it has been found, it is doubtful whether it has not been the degene- 
rate offspring of past cultivation. 

But the analogy between the cases holds good in one very important 
point, which is too often overlooked; — without the help of the higher 
the lower cannot rise out of its fallen state. 

The wild convolvulus is not more dependent upon the skill and 
labour of man to restore it, to any measure of its original perfection, 
than man is upon the help and power of the Holy Spirit of God. In 
the atonement of the Son, and the outpouring of the divine Grace, is 
our only hope for a restoration from that fallen condition in which we 
" ourselves also" lie groaning within ourselves, waiting for the adop- 
tion, to wit, for the redemption of our body. 

Let the educator bear this in mind, for it is in vain to kick against 
this ordinance of God. 

Intellectual progress, accomplishments, and the putting on of re- 
fined manners, whatever else they may accomplish, are not able, of 
themselves, to bring back the human creature, a single step, to the 
diviner nature from which he has fallen. They cannot restore to his soul 
those traces of the image of God, which it, as well, perhaps, as the 
body, received at his creation, nor eradicate the demon, which after- 
wards crept in, from his heart. 

That highly-educated and accomplished gentleman and agreeable 
companion, the fiend of Cawnpore, of our own days, and thousands of 
other highly -educated and accomplished and agreeable gentlemen, of 
ancient and modem times, whose unprincipled lives give the lie to 
their having within them the first principles of moral improvement, or 
of the wisdom that is from above, are sufficient proofs, to any candid 
inquirer, how far degenerate man is able, by his own efforts, to hdp 
himself really upwards. 

** Philosophy and science, and the springs 
' Of wonder, and the wisdom of the world/' 

he may attain to by his own exertions ; but a man may attain to all 
these, and yet be as far as ever from an advance towards that higher 
nature, to which he was once born, from which he has since fallen, to 
which he may one day hope to be restored, if he will accept " the way 
and the life" indeed. That higher nature, *' the iruit of the Spirit, is 
love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, 
temperance." 

Verily, the list looks strange by the side of a Government inspector's 
requirements : nevertheless, the latter, hard as they are, can be got at 
by human effort; the former never but on the knees, by aid of the 
Holy Spirit. 
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** More things are wrought by prayer. 
Than this world dreams of;" 

and only by the hand of one above us, can we, any more than the 
flowers, hope to rise. 




THE LIGHT OF TRUTH. 

" ' The same old story for ever!' muttered the WiU-o'-the-Wisp in 

reply,'' 

CORRESPONDENT of " Notes and Queries" (D.) asked, 
in May 1852, for the names of a few specific localities, 
where that " noted misleader of the benighted — ^Will-o'-the- 
Wisp—still continued to manifest his presence;** and waa 
answered (by K. F. D. E.) that he still lived by the banks of the Trent. 
'* But,** the writer added, " alas I his reign is almost over. Fifty year^ 
ago he migbt be seen nightly dancing over bog and brake ; but since 
the process of warping has been discovered, which has made valuable 
property of what was before a morass, nearly the whole of the com- 
mons, between Gainsborough and the Humber, have been brought 
into cultivation, and the drainage consequent thereon has nearly ba- 
nished poor Will.** 

This sympathising correspondent concluded by saying : — *' Any per- 
son wishing to make his acquaintance, would probably succeed if he 
were to pass a night next November on Brumby or Scotton common ;** 
a hint which is valuable still, as pointing out the time of year when this 
singular meteoric appearance is likely to be seen. 

In 1855, another correspondent (W.) of the periodical alluded 
to> who had evidently not known that the subject had been discussed 
before, wrote to inquire whether any one had ever seen the Will-o*- 
the-Wisp, or whether it only existed in poetical traditions P A question 
which brought out some further very interesting communications. 

One writer (W. J.) says, " By a dozen of names these wild-fire 
phenomena are very common in all boggy lands, and were much more 
80 before the agricultural science of drainage was carried to such an 
extent. I have seen them often.** Of the names he gives, — 

" Will-o*-the-Wisp,** " Jack-a-lantem,** " Ignis-fatuus,** and " Corpse- 
Candles;** to which another correspondent (E. G. R.) adds, *'Hob- 
o' -lanterns,** or " Hobby-lanterns" in Hertfordshire ; " Syleham 
lamps,** along the valley of Waverney (owing to their having once been 
common near a village in Sufiblk named ^' Syleham**), and *' Lantern- 
men** in Norfolk. 
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E. G. R. also mentions that he first observed the Will-o^-the-Wisp 
himself in *^ Quy Bottom,** a fenny bog, a few miles from Cambridge, 
on the Newmarket road ; but had seen it since both in Norfolk and 
Suffolk, and generally at the end of October and beginning of No-* 
vember, ^^ probably" (says he) '* because the marsh vegetation is then 
beginning to decay.** He doubts, however, whether any one could be 
led astray by a Will-o* -the- Wisp, "its appearance being so peculiar 
and its movements so fantastic.** 

This, however, is .but a solitary opinion, in the face of an old tradi- 
tion, and any one will be justified in preferring to place their faith in 
the latter. 

Another answerer to W.*s inquiry (Simon Ward) stat-es that about 
twenty years previous to 1855, in travelling through some marshy 
ground, about four miles from the Lake of Killarney, he *^ distinctly 
«aw a light flitting about, vanishing at intervals, and appearing again ;** 
Bnd this for the space of half-an-hour, during which it was observed 
both by himself and the driver. He adds, " It was about the first of 
•September, nine o*clock at night, and the air very still. The light 
appeared to be about from fifty to one hundred yards from us.** .... 
The country people called it " Jack-o*-the-lantern,** and told him it 
was commonly seen in marshy ground after a warm day. 

Another (H. W. D.) mentions a friend who had frequently seen it 
in a marsh near the town of Stettin, in Germany. And "J. Sansom** 
names having observed it "dancing over some boggy ground on 
Bedford Moor, near Torrington, in the north of Devon.** 

None of these correspondents did more than recount their own per- 
sonal observations of poor Will ; they did not enter minutely into the 
cause of his appearance. 

This is now generally attributed to the combustion of a very in-* 
flammable gas, carburetted hydrogen or marsh gas, which is formed 
in considerable quantities by decaying vegetable matter in bogs, 
marshes, and stagnant pools. It may sometimes be seen rising in 
bubbles from a marsh pool. If set fire to it will explode and burn. 
How this gas is lighted so as to form Will-o* -the- Wisp*s Jack lan- 
tern is not very clearly known. But our readers are well aware that 
decomposition and heat go together, as witness the heat of manure 
and the forcing pit. This heat rises to actual combustion in the case 
of a hay-rick, if put together while the hay is moist. In church-yards 
and other places, decaying animal matter gives rise to another gas, 
called phosphuretted hydrogen, so inflammable that it ignites spon- 
taneously, by simply coming in contact with atmospheric air. This 
gives rise to corpse candles, omens of such dread to an ignorant 
peasantry. 

The reader will observe that this chemical account, if correct, ex* 
plains the fact of the months of September, October, and November, 
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being tliose in which the meteor is generally seen, because it is during 
that period that the vegetable growths of the summer decay gradually 
away. 

A few years ago, as books relate, a Major Blesson, of Berlin, had 
the curiosity to make a series of experiments upon poor Will in certain 
localities where he commonly appeared. 

Among these was a valley in a forest of the Neumark, the lower end 
of which was a marsh, where the water contained iron; and was, as is 
common in such cases, covered here and there with a shining crust, out 
of which air-bubbles were often seen to rise during the day, and over 
which at night the blue Jack* o* -lantern flames played up and down. 

Major Blesson noticed first, that, as he advanced towards these 
flames, they retreated before him ; and this he determined was owing to 
the movement in the air produced by his stepping forward towards 
them, for when he stood Btill they returned to their former position. 
Still he tried in vain to get near enough quietly, to slip a bit of paper 
into one of them, and . ascertain if it would bum. As he stooped^ 
however gently, to accomplish this object, away danced poor Will out 
of reach. Nevertheless, Major Blesson would not be baffled, and 
thinking it possible that the current of air from his breath might be 
the cause of the retreat of the flame, he held a handkerchief before his 
mouth, and made another attempt ; and this time with complete suc- 
cess, for the flame, when he reached it, actually set fire to his paper. 

But this was a solitary case. In a forest in Upper Silesia, where he 
spent several nights repeating his experiments, he could never get 
either paper or shavings to light in the blue flames ; nor afterwards, in 
a third place in Poland, where, instead of taking fire, the paper became 
covered with a sticky moisture. 

Another of Major Blesson's experiments was to put out the flame ; 
which he found he could do without difficulty, by driving it before 
him, until it reached ground where the marsh did not exist, and where, 
consequently, there was no food to keep the light alive. As he spent whole 
nights in the forests on these occasions, he had the opportunity of no- 
ticing that towards dawn all the flames became paler and paler, and 
seemed to sink nearer the ground, till at length they faded completely 
away ; but his opinion was that, when once lighted, the gas burned 
equally by day and night, only it could not be seen in the brighter 
atmosphere. It will be observed that Major Blesson*s experiments 
all tend to confirm the scientific explanation of poor Will, before 
given, and to deprive him of the ghostly character with which he used 
to be regarded in ignorant times. 

** Ignis-fatuus," or MadFire^ people may call him still ; but every- 
body knows now that he is a quite natural meteoric appearance, having 
no sort of connection with ghosts, goblins, or evil spirits of any de- 
scription. 
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To suppose that a delusive phantom should be permitted to visit the 
earth, for the express purpose of bringing evil upon poor travellers, 
was a notion worthy only of ages of barbaric darkness, when neither 
this character of GU>d, nor the nature of His works were at all rightly 
understood. Now we regard Will as a beneficent messenger, sent to 
warn us of a malaria breeding ague and fever. He teaches us to avoid 
pestilence, and he can only be *^laid" by proper drainage, restoring 
fruitfulness to the soil and health to the atmosphere. But ** let him. 
that standeth take heed lest he fall.*' Increased light and knowledge- 
have cleared up the mystery of the Will-o*- the- Wisp, and we no 
longer charge the God of all goodness with sending a mischievous- 
demon to mislead us in our earthly wanderings, yet we may still be 
in darkness on a thousand other points of His dealings with man, 
and take evil for good, and good for evil, in a thousand other ways. 
Only let us, however, hold fast to faith in *^ His mercy and goodness,** 
for so long as we do that we cannot err greatly, even though ignorant 
and incapable of ascertaining the why and the wherefore of what 
happens around us. 




WAITING. 

L 

*' It teas, doubtless, a very sorry life the House Cricket led, before houses 

were built and fires were kindled.''* 

RYLLUS domesticus, the House Cricket, belongs to the 
same Order as Stenobothrus viridulus,* the common grass- 
hopper of our meadows and grassy hill-sides. Nay, it 
even belongs to the same section of the Order, viz. to the 
SaUcUoria, or ** jumpers;** but to a different family or tribe, the 
Gryllodea ; whereas Stenobothrus viridulus is of the family Acridiodea. 
These are very hard words, and are only brought forward to mark 
the fact that, whereas the chirping cricket and the chirping grass- 
hopper have their chirping and jumping peculiarities in common, as 
well as a great similarity in form, particularly in the doubled-up po- 
sition of their long hind-legs when at rest ; yet for all that they have 
each their own anatomical peculiarities. 

Even with these written down in one view, however, there is no- 
thing that can be laid hold of, as accounting to the common observer, 

* The GryUut viridulut of Limiaaus. 



^ 
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for the remarkable difference in their habits and ideas of comfort* 
Gryllus domesticus rejoicing in the hot vicinitj of bakers* ovens, and the 
crannies and crevices about kitchen fires and hearths, and singing 
principally at night ; Stenobothrus viridtdus leading his cheerful spring- 
ing life in meadows, and all grassy places and hill-sides, where he 
begins his song "long before sunrise,** resuming it in the evening, 
kfter an intermission during the heat of the day. In colour they are 
very different, Gryllus domesticus being of a pale ashy, or clay hue, 
Stenobothrus virididus^ of a general green tint, varied with grey, brown, 
and yellow. 

; White has given a very entertaining chapter on the habits of the 
House Cricket. He tells us '* they delight in new-built houses, being, 
like the spider, pleased with the moisture of the walls : and besides, 
the softness of the mortar enables them to burrow and mine between 
the joints of the bricks and stones, and to open communications from 
one room to another. 

" Tender insects,** (he goes on to say,) " that live abroad, either enjoy 
only the short period of one summer, or else doze away the cold un« 
comfortable months in profound slumbers ; but these, residing as it 
were in a torrid zone, are always alert and merry ; a good Christmas 

fire is to them like the heats of the dog-days As one should 

suppose, from the burning atmosphere which they inhabit, they are a 
thirsty race, and show a great propensity for liquids, being found fre- 
quently drowned in pans of water, milk, broth, or the like. Whatever 
is moist they afiect ; and, therefore, often gnaw holes in wet woollen 
stockings and aprons, that are hung to the fire.** He adds, too, '' they 
are the housewife's barometer, foretelling her when it will rain ; and 
are prognostics sometimes, she thinks, of ill or good luck ; of the death 
of a near relation, or the approach of an absent lover ;** but as he has 
not entered into any particulars of the signs whereby these different 
facts are made known, the curious reader must hunt up that part of 
the information elsewhere. 

Justly enough he remarks, " By being the constant companions of 
her** (the housewife*s) " solitaiy hours, they naturally become the 
objects of her superstition.** 

Certain it is, that a belief in the good-luck brought by crickets is 
a very old and widely-extended piece of folk-lore ; as also, that their 
forsaking a house forebodes death or sorrow to its inhabitants. Never- 
theless, if one personal experience may be held valid against a long- 
established prejudice, it is worth recording that crickets have been 
heard to sing loudly, even to a troublesome extent, (and that during 
the day) in a cottage where a young mother was dying, by slow and 
painful degrees, of the English complaint, consumption, leaving hus- 
band and child to the worst of bereavements. Both in that and 
another somewhat similar instance, where death was impending, the 
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crickets were as unconscious and inattentive to the fact, as the two* 
year old infant, who played about the hearth where they sang. 

Crickets have wings and can fly ; and do so occasionally, and by fits 
and starts. White says he has " observed them to fly, when it became 
dusk, out of the windows, and over the neighbouring roofs;** adding, 
^' this feat of activity accounts for the sudden manner in which they 
often leave their haunts, as it does for the method by which they come 
to houses where they were not known before.** And that they may oc- 
casionally have migrated in this way, while some one in the house which 
they were deserting was sick unto death, is stored up as a significant 
fact ; while the much more frequent circumstance of their remaining in 
their old quarters, and singing as usual, let what will betide, has been 
passed over unnoticed. White describes them as flying volatu undoso^ 
(with a wavy flight,) " in waves or curves, like woodpeckers, opening 
and shutting their wings at every stroke, and so, . . always rising or 
sinking.*' 

The GryUus domesticus is kept by the peasantry of Spain in little 
cages, hung by the fireside, for the sake of its song. 

The chirping of the House Cricket is caused by the friction of their 
elytra, or " wing-cases,** against each other. 

That of the Grasshopper by rubbing the right and left hind-legs 
alternately (shank and thigh laid together) against the elytra ; which 
being done in succession, first on one side then on the other, causes 
(say Kirby and Spence) " the regular break' in the sound. Moreover, 
these have also a small tympanum or drum, on each side of the abdo- 
men, which is supposed to echo the vibrations caused by the friction 
of the thighs against the elytra, and so give intenseness to the sound.** 



11. 
" Your cousin the Orasshopper,^* 

The above note will surely justify the Spider, in the minds of all 
reasonable readers, for considering the Gryllus domesticus and Steno* 
hothrus viridulus as cousins ! Nobody pretends to define how nearlj 
or how distantly so. 

Of the grasshopper Shelley says, prettily and poetically, if not with 
Strict truth : — 

** And the grasshopper doth sing 
Merrily, one joyous thing, 
In a world of suffering.'* 
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" * Bvi what is the use, my poor good/riends,* expostulated a plodding old 

Mole one day.** 

TalpaJSuroptea, the common mole, is well known as a very troublesome 
visitor in gardens and fields. Nevertheless, he is a very wonderful 
beast in his way, as all accounts of him go to show. 

Paley describes his feet as ^^ so many shovels,** and speaks of his 
*^ strong short legs, palmated feet, armed with sharp nails, pig-like 
nose, teeth, velvet coat, small external ear, sagacious smell, sunk pro- 
tected eye, as all conducing to the utilities or to the safety of his 
underground life.** 

Elsewhere he calls the " velvet coat, a plush covering, which, by 
its smoothness and closeness, rejects the adhesion of almost every spe- 
cies of earth.*' Were it otherwise, the poor Mole would be sadly inter- 
rupted by the mbuld sticking to his body as he worked his way along. 
As it is, he comes out of all soils " bright and clean ; and inhabiting 
dirt, is of all animals the neatest.** 

Adam White, in his " Popular History of Manunalia,** adds, that, 
"when not too abundant, moles prove" useful, not only by opening the 
ground, but by destroying numberless wire-worms and grubs, which 
feed on the roots of plants ;** a fact, which should be remembered with 
gratitude, even when necessity forces us to the painful act of destruc- 
tion. 

IV. 

" As soon as he could run about at all, he began driving his clumsy head 

against everything he met** 



This is taken from a passage in Coleridge*s " Aids to Heflectiou.** 
"The bull-calf,** says he, "butts with smooth and unarmed brow, 
.... and no pre-assurance, common to a whole species, does in any 
instance prove delusive.** 

And he continues afterwards, referring to the universal belief of 
men in life after death, " In every other ingrafted word of promise 
nature is found true to her word ; and is it in her noblest creature that 
she tells her first lie?** adding, "The reader will, of course, under- 
stand that I am here speaking in the assumed character of a mere na- 
turalist, to whom no light of revelation had been vouchsafed.'* This 
is comprehensible enough, and the value of the argument from analogy 
is very great indeed. 

The Grerman philosopher Novalis (Friedrich von Hardenberg) 
touches on the same subject in a diflferent way . — " Wishes and de- 
sires,** says he, " are wings. There are wishes and desires so little 

A A 
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conformable to the conditions of our earthly life, that we may safely 
reckon upon a state in which they will become mighty pinions, upon 
an element which will have power to bear them up, upon islands where 
they may at last alight.** 
And Tennyson : — 

'' Here sits he shaping wings to fly : 
His heart forebodes a mystery : 
He names the name Eternity. 

That type of Perfect in his mind, 
In Nature can he nowhere find. 
He sows himself on every wind. 

« 41 * * * 

Ah I sure within him and without, 
Could his dark wisdom find it out, 
There must be answer to his doubt.** 



m\m 



A LESSON OF HOPE. 

" The Moon that shone in Paradise*^ 

|HIS was the exclamation of a friend, as she looked out from 
an open window upon the full moon, shining over a large 
dark stone pine-tree, and down upon a beautiful garden. 
" How strange it is to think that is the very moon which 
shone in Paradise I ** 

It was a curious thought, indeed, but a very suggestive one. Alas I 
however, that the comfort and hope it was, in one point of view, cal- 
culated to afford, were the last feelings likely to enter the mind of the 
person who spoke. A Cowper in sensitive conscientiousness, she 
found, unhappily, no better guides for her religious enthusiasm than 
he did; and lived for many years in a state of morbid apprehensiveness, 
derogatory equally to the justice and mercy of the Most High. 

^^ She hath gone from us, not as others go. 

Who leave this troubled world, and are at rest, 
For then were comfort mingled with our woe, 

Since, dying in the Lord, we know them blest. 
But she — I cannot name her — the sweet friend, 

Whom once in early days my verse addressed, 
Is lost to us, yet hath not found an end 

Of earthly suffering ...,..** 
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'. Happy lie who holds fast to the faith, that all earthly discords^ 
whether of " mind, body, or estate," will have their solution in har- 
mony hereafter. 

" Every sickness," says KTovalis, " is a musical problem, the cure a 
musical solution ;** and it makes but little matter that the solution be^ 
deferred to another life I 

" I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last — ^far off — ^at last, to all. 
And every winter change to spring." 
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THE CIRCLE OF BLESSING. 

L 

^ A passenger ship vms passing through the region of equatof*idl calms." 

I HE account given in this Parable of the journey of the 
Vapours round the world is based upon Professor Maury's 
theory of the circuit of the winds, as given in his " Phy- 
sical Geography of the Sea;" and any reader interested in 
the subject will do well to refer to that wonderfully fascinating book 
for further explanation : for it has been impossible to make the matter 
thoroughly clear in a tale, and, above all, without an illustration. 

A brief account of the circulation of the atmosphere may help to 
make the parable a little more intelligible. It must be remembered 
that the sun is ever vertical over some portion of the torrid zone. 
There will, therefore, always be a belt or zone circling the globe upon 
which the sun will daily pour his rays with the greatest intensity. The 
position, of this belt will vary with the time of year, being one half the 
year north, and the other south of the equator, passing over this ima- 
ginary line at the equinoxes twice in the year. Looking at a globe, 
you will see that the greater part of this zone consists of water — ^water 
predominating over the land in somewhat of the proportion of three 
to one. Hot air has a tendency to rise, because it expands with heat 
and grows lighter. The air heated by the sun rises upwards, while its 
place is supplied by colder air, rushing in from the north and south. 
This hot air, so large a portion of which rises from the ocean, carries 
lip with it a large proportion of moisture. It being a law of nature 
that hot air can hold more water in solution, as an invisible vapour, 
than cold, and that dry air will always absorb or take up from water, 
in which it comes in contact, as much of it in invisible vapour as it 
can hold. The immediate effect of the two opposite rushes or currents 
of air, when they meet, is to neutralize each other. The consequence is, 
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that the earth is snrronnded by a region of calms, where there is scarcely 
any winds. This belt circles the globe ; it varies in the Atlantic in 
width from 150 to 550 miles. It is widest in September, and narrowest 
in December or January ; in the Pacific it is less irregular. It lies 
on both sides of the equator. Following the sun in its course, the belt 
of calms is more northerly in autumn than in the spring. Were it not 
that in these calms a squall of wind generally rises about noon, and 
lasts a short time, no sailing ship could pass this barrier. No wonder, 
then, that sailors call it the ** Doldrums." The hot air, rising in this 
calm region, saturated with moisture, cools as it rises into the upper 
regions of the atmosphere, always colder than the lower. Here some 
of it condenses and comes down in the shape of rain. ** Therefore it 
is,** says Maury, *^ that under these calms we have a region of constant 
precipitation. Old sailors tell us of such dead calms, of long con- 
tinuance here, of such heavy and constant rains, that they, have scooped 
up fresh water from the surface of the sea.** 

The air rushing in below from the colder regions, to supply the place 
of the warm ascending column, produces the two trade-winds north 
and south of the region of calms. If the earth did not revolve on its 
axis, the one north of the calms would be always a northerly wind, 
and that south of the belt a southerly. The equatorial regions of the 
earth move much faster by its diurnal rotation than the polar. While 
a place at the equator moves at the rate of 1000 miles per hour, one 
under 30** of latitude, north or south, moves only at the rate of 860 
miles per hour. The further, therefore, this air rushes from the north 
or south, it passes over a portion of the earth moving faster to the east 
than itself. It therefore seems to lag behind, or come from a place 
more to the east of that from which it started. 

The consequence of this is that the trade-winds, which near the 
belt of calms blow nearly due north and south, blow more and more 
from the east, as we pass further from the calms to the poles. Near 
the parallel of 30^ they are nearly due east. But what becomes of all 
this mass of air blowing as the trade- winds to supply the heated air of 
the calms ? It becomes heated in its turn and rises. It cannot 
escape the limits of the atmosphere, it therefore makes its way in the 
upper regions towards the poles, forming a current above the trade- 
winds, blowing in an opposite direction. It passes once, in its journey 
to the polar regions, portions of the earth moving more slowly to the 
east than the portions of the earth it left ; these upper anti-trade 
winds, therefore, become more and more westerly in their progress, 
passing from S.S.W. to W. in the northern, and from N.N.W.toW, 
in the southern hemisphere. 

Now comes into play another change. The equatorial regions oc- 
cupy a much greater surface than the polar; the polar, therefore, 
cannot supply enough air to replace the rising equatorial current; 
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the equatorial current, likewise, cools in its polar progress ; it there- 
fore becomes denser and descends. Hence, about the latitude of 30° 
north and south, the upper currents descend to the earth ; here they 
meet with and contend with the polar currents, and form two other 
bands of calms near the tropics of Cancer and Capricorn. Sailors call 
the former '^The Horse Latitudes," **from the circumstance,** sajs 
Maury, '* that vessels formerly bound from New England to the West 
Indies, with a deck-load of horses, were often so delayed with this 
calm-belt of Cancer, that for want of water for these animals tl^ey 
were compelled to throw a portion of them overboard.*' 

Beyond the regions of the trade-winds and their boundary belts of 
calm, west and south-westerly winds prevail in the northern hemi- 
sphere, over the north and north-easterly, in the proportion of two to 
one. In the southern hemisphere, the west and nortli-westerly winds 
prevail over the south and south-easterly. By this beneficent circu- 
lation of the atmosphere not only is it constantly changed and kept in 
perpetual flow, but. the warm equatorial currents, when they return 
to the earth, become distributors of heat and moisture for the thirsty 
vegetation. The north and north-easterly winds in the northern 
hemisphere, and the south and south-easterly in the opposite one, 
carry coolness and refreshment to the hotter regions over which they 
pass. 

These constant currents are modified near the land, by land and 
sea-breezes in the hotter regions of the earth, and near great heated 
masses of land, by periodical winds called the monsoons. Even the 
hurricanes of the West Indies, and the typhoons of the Eastern seas, as 
well as the depopulating gales which visit our own shores, arising from 
the contention between these currents for mastery, are now found to 
obey such laws, that the sailor who will study them, and take the 
warnings of his barometer and thermometer, may escape their greatest 
violence. By the laws of divine providence, the currents of trade and 
anti-trade winds, and even the fiercest tempests, are made so to act and 
re-act on one another, and on the earth, that day and night shall not 
loose their appointed bounds, but that the earth's revolution on its 
axis may ever remain invariable. 



n. 

•** Behold^ we have left <mr salts in your bosom for those that need them^ 

The vapour which goes up from sea-water is always fresh, the salts 
remaining behind ; a fact well known to all keepers of aquaria. A 
sea-water aquarium, left to itself, would in time dry up, leaving a de^ 
posit of salts in the bowl. In other words, the water would gradually 
evaporate, till nothing of it remained but a chemical deposit of salts. 
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Hence, in the management of an aquarium, the loss' of water hy 
evaporation has to be made up, from time to time, by adding a suffi- 
cient quantity of rain or river water to preserve the equilibrium which 
prevails in nature. Otherwise the sea anemones and other creatures 
would infallibly die. And thus the laws, which regulate the ascent of 
vapour from the ocean, prevail also in the drawing-room. 

III. 

** Yet in those depths^ perchance they may he welcomed^ cut we are above, ^^ 

In speaking of the salts of the sea^ young readers must not fancy that 
nothing but common salt is meant. 

An analysis of sea- water, once made at Brighton, gives no less than 
seven ingredients, besides the watery particles^ as going to its forma-^ 
tion. 
Their chemical names are as follows : — 

Chloride of sodium. 

Chloride of magnesium. 

Chloride of potassium. 

Bromide of potassium. 

Sulphate of magnesia. 

Sulphate of lime, 

Carbonate of lime. 
Here is a goodly list of materials constituting the salts of the sea! 
to which we must add a trace of iodine. But there can be no doubt 
that they have each their uses, and without them we could have neither 
coral islands nor zoophytes of any description. And thus the ** salts," 
which are not wanted for the vapours which are to come down as rain, 
are essential to the life and well-being of many of the inhabitants of 
the sea itself. 

IV. 

" And here this meeting caused for awhile a lingering in their career,^* 

This stoppage and calm, and the subsequent ascent of the vapours to 
the upper regions of the sky, is explained in Note I. Also the descent 
of a portion of the vapours in rain. 

, . - y^ 

** At the next meeting at the outskirts of the tropics.^* 

In this case the calm belt of Cancer, or the " Horse Latitudes,*' is 
meant. It may be considered as ranging at &om 20^ to 30^ of north 
latitude. 
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VI. 

'* The swndew flowers by its sides" 

Drosera rotundifolia, the sundew, so called from the beads of dew with 
y^hich its circle of spikes is ornamented, is one of the most interesting 
of bog wild-flowers. It abounds in the moist parts 'of Harlow heath, 
near Harrogate. It may be seen to great advantage when placed in a 
saucer in wet moss (which must be kept moist) with a tumbler over it. 
Here, the gem-like coronet, which is sure to ornament it after a few 
hours, may be observed at leisure. 

VII. 

" The second belts of calms.** 
Thosb of Cancer and Capricorn. 

VIII. 

" Many-sided crystal forms " 

Many crystals contain water, called " water of crystallization," with- 
out which they could not retain their shape. 

Let the reader make an experiment on the subject, by putting a 
lump of rock, i. e, crystallized alum, in a tin vessel on the hob of a hot 
stove. As the heat reaches it, he will observe and hear it '* bubble 
and squeak ;** and when all the water is evaporated, there will remain 
a white powder — " burnt alum," as it is called. 



THE LAW OF THE WOOD. 

L 

" The young Spruce-flr .... stuck out his branches all around him, in 

everybody* s fojce, right and left** 

I HE common or Norway Spruce-fir, Abies excelsa, is well 
known by 3ight to most people, being almost as commonly 
planted as the Larch. 

It and all its allies spread out their branches in a 
horizontal circle, and from these having (as is the case with the whole 
Fir tribe) several generations of leaves always present upon them, 
it is evident that if the trees are very much crowded, the older 
leaves being shut in, will have their, lives shortened from want of air 
and light. 
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This explidns a fact every one must have noticed,'^ namely, the 
dying away of the inner branches, and also of the inner leaves even 
of outside branches of spruce-firs, when growing thickly together. 
And such an evil spreads further and further, as they advance in 
growth, so that at last it is no uncommon occurrence to find, in the 
interior of such thickset clumps, whole trees standing up among their 
fellows, brown and dead from top to bottom. 

Nevertheless, although the poor spruce-fir has been made the vehicle 
of instruction, it is not to be supposed that any reflection is really in- 
tended to be cast upon either his character or mode of growth. He 
grows according to the law of his nature, and having no choice, can cer- 
tainly have no blame. The real fault and stupidity lie with those who, 
in making plantations of such trees, do not provide for their particular 
tendencies, either by not planting them so near together, or by thinning 
them before the work of self-destruction has begun. 

Meanwhile, that mutual accommodation is a necessary law for all 
woods, if their inhabitants are to live happily and prosperously to- 
gether, remains a fact, which the fate of a spruce-fir grove may well 
teach, let the blame of the misfortune be due where it will. 

n. 

" Pleasantly picking out the seeds of a Jit'Cone,^* 

In some wild grounds in Haddingtonshire, where squirrels abounded, 
little fir-cones, apparently half-gnawed away, might have been picked 
up by scores (1852) ; the account of which, from the family who were 
then living at the place, was that the squirrels ate them. Probably, 
therefore, the squirrels were guilty of picking them to pieces for the 
sake of the seeds within. It was always the lower end of the cone 
which was picked bare in this manner. 



ACTIVE AND PASSIVE. 

I. 

** A motto on a little brass plate was let into the pedestal below: ' Watch^ 



» M 



for ye know not the hour,* 

T is rather curious that dial fanciers should not have 
adopted this very appropriate motto ; but in a large col- 
lection, obtained by degrees from many parts of England, 
it certainly does not appear, and it was introduced here, 

suggestively, and not without a hope that some one might take a fancy 

to it. 
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But there is nothing new under the sun, even in dial mottoes. la 
the room where the antiquities are kept in the Museum Gardens at 
York (the Hospitium) may be seen a curious old brass watch, of 
coarse manufacture, inside the case of which is engraved the same 
motto in Latin — ^** Nescis qua hora, Vigila.*^ 

This lYatch bears date a.d. 1640, and its maker's name appears to 
have been ** Michael Nawen.** There is only one hand on the face, 
(marking the hour and not the minutes,) but a cherub's head with 
wings is figured under the XII, and there are squirrels on either side 
below, sedant regardant each other, with their backs to the III and 
IX. 

n. 

** For the dismasted ship, rolling helplessly on the waters, drifted gra- 
dually infiront of the village, looking block, as if with the shadow of 
death:' 

Just such a sight as is here described, was seen at Blackgang, near 
Chale, in the Isle of Wight, in the wipter of 1857. 

It was on a stormy Sunday morning (January 4), that a vessel, 
with all her masts broken, and bulwarks washed away, a mere hulk in 
fact, was seen struggling with a heavy sea, opposite Blackgang Chine, 
and a general feeling prevailed that there was little or no hope she 
could be saved. And unhappily no assistance could be given to the 
crew on board, for life-boat there was none on that side of the island, 
dangerous as the coast was, and the miserable cockle-shells belonging 
to the Coast Guard at Niton were unfit to put to sea except in smooth 
water. 

The misery of looking on at such a spectacle, without the power of 
affording, or even attempting any relief, is almost beyond description. 
To collect on the cliff, and watch, through a telescope, the black-look- 
ing wreck, labouring helplessly on the waves, was all that was done 
for hours, no one being able to bear the thought of going to church, 
while every roll the vessel made was expected to be her last. Again, 
again, and again, she disappeared from sight, as she heeled over, and 
the waves rose up in front, and no one knew whether she would be 
seen again— 

" And the boldest held his breath for awhile.** 

But she did reappear each time, and as she rose the man at the helm 
was visible as before, and it could be observed that he neither flinched 
nor moved. 

Two or three other figures were seen in the vessel, and two more 
sat in the boat which was lashed behind. No one understood thes^ 

B B 
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arrangements, but tlie ignorant concluded that the crew were prepared 
to make a last effort for life, by getting into the boat, should the going 
down of the vessel become inevitable. 

Indeed, during those painful hours of suspense several wild con- 
jectures were afloat, especially when it was observed that, in spite of 
all her rolling and tossing, the vessel made no way ; the prevalent idea 
being that she was filling with water. 

The real truth, however, was never surmised by any one ; no, not 
even when it was discovered that the figures on board were raising a 
jury-mast, and were successful in the attempt. 

People drew a freer breath then, certainly, and hoped that the crew 
had hope. But the " race,** as it was called, at Kocken-end, the ex* 
treme southerly point of the island, was a terrible ground of ap- 
prehension, on account of the heavy sea which ran there. And no 
'sooner was the jury-mast up than the vessel steered in that direction. 
But the fears were relieved at last, for the wreck rounded the dreaded 
point without damage, and soon after passed out of sight. But by 
that time the hearts of the lookers-on were comparatively easy, and 
only an interested curiosity to learn the after-fate of tJie vessel next 
day remained. 

And when the good news arrived that she had got safely round to 
Portsmouth, it came out also that at six or seven o*clock on that 
Sunday morning, when the wreck became visible in her distress off 
Atherstone, the Coast Guard station north of Chale, an elderly man, 
the officer of the Coast Guard there, resolved at all risks — and they 
were very great — ^to go to her rescue. And in a boat very unfit 
for the service, although not so totally worthless as those at Niton, he 
carried out his brave intention, and succeeded in getting safely on 
board, where he at once took the command, and made what arrange- 
ments he could for saving the wreck, causing himself to be lashed to 
the helm as leader and guide. 

So that, at the very time when the spectators at Blackgang were 
bewailing equally the probable fate of the vessel and their own miser- 
able inefficiency, the helping hand was already at work, and the gal- 
lant Lieutenant Young directing the efforts which, by God*8 blessing, 
succeeded in saving the vessel. 

Every point had been carefully thought of; for an express messenger 
had been sent across the island to Ryde, and thence to Portsmouth, ask- 
ing for assistance, so that a steamer met the vessel while still driving 
slowly along the south coast, and conveyed her safely to her destina- 
tion. The relieving party were thirty hours on board in their drenched 
^lothes. 

In consequence of the exposure which this event caused, of the want 

proper means for the assistance of wrecked vessels on that part of 

s island, one of the lookers-on wrote an earnest letter to the "Times*' 
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newspaper, suggesting the necessity of establishing a life-boat at one 
of the stations on the coast, and happily this has since been done, there 
being now life-boats at both Brook and Grange. 




DAHiY BREAD. 

I. 

** A Tortoise, who, for many years, had inhabited the garden of a 

suburban vilia" 

ESTUDO Qrcsca, the common land- tortoise, maJkes a 
very pleasant pet, either in a house or a garden ; but, 
if kept in a house, he must be allowed the liberty of 
ranging about a little out of doors, every day when it is 
fine. 

Book authorities state that tortoises bear captivity well ; and have 
been known to live, under such circumstances, even as long as 200 
years. Yet they do die, and that without any assignable cause. 

Of two tortoises, purchased by two different families, in the same 
neighbourhood, a few years ago, and kept in the house, one seemed 
thoroughly to enjoy life, eating dandelion flowers plentifully ; living 
in a warm closet, by the fireside in the kitchen, and recognizing, (she 
always maintained,) the servant who principally fed him, beyond every 
one else. The other refused every description of food, and became, 
gradually, lighter and lighter ; so much so, that his mistress, on lifting 
his eating cousin one day, to test his weight, was quite affected, con- 
trasting him, in her mind*8 eye, with the much lighter creature she 
had left at home in her drawing-room ! 

But, alas ! the fat one died, as well as the lean one ; although, after 
a somewhat more protracted life, not extending, however, to more 
than two years. Nor was the cause of the death of the latter ever 
known, for it happened during the absence of the family, and the 
servant, who was the tortoise*s friend, left the place before they 
returned. 

In the case of the non-eating creature, it may be presumed that, 
in spite of what the books say, of tortoises having *^ arbitrary sto- 
machs,** and being able to refrain from eating as weU as breathing for 
a great part of the year, a time does yet come when food is necessary 
for their existence. At last one day the mistress of the lean tortoise 
persuaded him to eat a dandelion flower, but he must then have been 
in extremis ; for, very soon after, she heard a deep sigh issue from the 
basket where he lay, and, on looking at him, discovered that he was 
dead. 
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Gilbert White was much more fortunate ; and.it is probable that a 
[^den life is better suited to the health of these creatures than con- 
finement in a house. 

His tortoise, " Timothy," had been, for thirty years, the property 
of an old lady in the village of Ringmer, near Lewes, living alto- 
gether in her garden ; when TVliite, being on a visit there, saw him, 
and became at once interested in his mode of life and proceedings. 
And, ten years afterwards, the creature came into his own possession, 
and was, henceforth, an object of his affectionate solicitude. Some 
of the results of his observations, from the beginning of their acquaint- 
ance, are very interesting. - He very soon convinced himself that 
the "abject reptile** possessed both sense and affection, and he 
describes him as distinctly recognizing his mistress. 

" As soon,** says he, " as the good old lady comes in sight, who has 
waited on it for more than thirty years, it hobbles towards its bene- 
factress with awkward alacrity, but remains inattentive to strangers. 
Thus, not only * the ox knoweth his owner, and the ass his master's 
crib,* but the most abject reptile and torpid of beings distinguishes 
the hand that feeds it, and is touched with the feelings of gratitude.** 

Among his likes and dislikes. White discovered that he had a parti- 
cular aversion to rain : — " Shuffling away,** says he, " on the first 
sprinklings, and running his head up in a cori\jer. If attended to,** 
he adds, " it becomes an excellent weather-glass ; for, as sure as it 
walks elate, and as it were on tiptoe, feeding with great earnestness 
in a morning, so sure will it rain before night.** And he af)«rwards 
describes it as retiring to rest for every shower, and not moving at all 
in wet days. 

It was mentioned that they have been known to live in captivity 
for 200 years ; and even a longer period has been named ; but of this 
prolonged life a vast amount is occupied in sleep. For, in the first 
place, these creatures "hybemate," as it is called, for about five 
pionths of every year ; that is, they retire during the winter, to some 
snug hole or comer, which they either find or scoop out for them- 
selves, and there lie torpid and motionless, neither eating nor showing 
any sign of life ; in fact, according to White, scarcely even breathing ; 
for he speaks of their lungs being " arbitrary,'* as well as their 
dtomachs. 

This hybernation commonly occurs between the middle of Novem- 
ber and that of May, the precise periods being influenced by the state 
pf the weather. 

Nay, in some cases, after going to their winter bed, a few warm 
days will tempt them to get up again and walk about ; and so in the 
spring, if they have got up too soon, they retire again to their retreat, 
when the weather becomes uncomfortable. 

White describes " Timothy ** as digging out his hybemacidtm for 
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himself ^^ in the ground, near a tuft of hepaticas, in a very ingenious 
manner, scraping out the earth with his forefeet, and throwing it up 
over his back with the hind.** But, on another occasion, he retreated 
underground in a wet, swampy border, " where,** says he, " he is 
enveloped, at present, in mud and mire !** * 

; But, besides losing five months of eviery twelve in this stupor, Mr. 
Timothy cut his summer days so short ithat he enjoyed but a limited 
part of them ; going to bed, *^ in the longest days, at four in the after* 
noon, and often not stirring in the morning till late.'* 

Altogether, therefore, the long life is but nominal ; nor is it much 
pf a wonder that those creatures last so much shorter a time, whose 
brains are so much more active. White remarks : — " When one 
reflects on the state of this strange being, it is a matter of wonder to 
find that Providence should bestow such a profusion of days, such a 
«eeming waste of longevity, on a reptile that appears to relish it so 
little, as to squander more than two-thirds of its existence in a joyless 
stupor, and be lost to all sensation, for months together, in the pro- 
ibundest of slumbers.*' 

It is to be remarked, that, when kept in the house, the hybernation 
of the Tortoise is very imperfect, and that by taking him out of his 
warm closet he can always be roused up into consciousness. But he 
is lazy and averse to move, and very sleepy, as soon as the cold 
weather commences, and should always be indulged accordingly. 

On the subject of his sagacity something remains to be said. White 
remarks well : — "Because we call this creature an abject reptile, we 
are too apt to under-value his abilities, and to depreciate his powers 
iof instinct. Yet he is, as Mr. Pope says of his lord, 

* Much too wise to walk into a well,' 

tind has so much discernment as not to fall down an haha, but to stop 
and withdraw from the brink with the readiest precaution.*' 

In confirmation of which gift of wisdom the case of the eating 
Tortoise, before spoken of, may be cited. When wishing to get out 
of doors for a stroll, he would sometimes find his way to the front 
door, which was constantly left open. But there, unluckily, he always 
found an impediment to his progress, namely, six stone steps, doum 
which it was clear he could not walk, and over which he was evidently 
noj; willing to tumble. Again, and again, and again, and that on more 
than one occasion, the poor fellow would creep to the outermost edge 



. * When White took possession of him, in March, 1780, he dug him out of his 
hyhemaadumy au insult which the creature resented by hissing! Then a rattling 
journey of eighty miles effectually roused him up ; but, after walking twice 
down to the bottom of the garden, he went to bed again, burying himself i^ 
vome loose mould. 
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of the top step, peering over it» and turning first one foot, then the 
other to it, to discover, if possible, some waj of getting down ; but 
again and again go back disappointed. 

Yet it once happened that iJie desire to ramble awaj overcame all his 
caution and wisdom, and, after several retreats, he rushed, in a fit of 
desperation on his fate, and toppled over the edge ; the result being, 
of course, that he fell on his back— (how else could a Tortoise fall?) 
—and could not stir hand or foot, so to speak, till some pitying friend 
came to his assistance, and replaced him — ^the right end upwards. 

One more remark, and we have done. 

The Tortoise's locomotive powers will often surprise his possessor, 
unless he is sufficiently convinced of the truth of the old fable of the 
"Hare and the Tortoise," to believe that "fair and softly'* do ac- 
tually "go/«r in the day.** 

Those who take a " Timothy** out for a walk, and, instead of watch- 
ing him, begin to talk and think of something else, will be astonished 
sometimes to find that during what they imagine to have been only a 
few minutes* chat, he has got, not only out of sight, but so far off as to 
be very difficult to find again. Truly -ffi8op*s fable must have been 
founded on the closest personal observation; and what can be done in 
a short time by "patient continuance** was never more happily illus- 
trated. 

The eating Tortoise, of whom mention has been made, often deceived 
his friends in the manner alluded to, and was, to their amusement and 
delight, a source of small revenue to the children of the family ; hb 
mistress being always so much alarmed by his disappearance, as to ofifer 
at once a sixpenny reward for his recovery ! On one terrible day he 
was found to be lost, after the visit of a Jew pedlar with tortoise-shell 
combs, to the back-door, and the wild idea arose, that this man had 
carried him off to make merchandize of his horny coat. But this was 
not destined to be his fate. 

In speaking of his food. White says, " Milky plants, such as lettuces^ 
dandelions, sow-thistles, are its favourite dish;*' but had he said, 
especially tlie flowers of the dandelion, he would not have been far 
wrong. 

II. 

" A Robin Redbreast, who was trilling a merry note from a thom- 

tree in the shrubbery.** 

Erythraca rubecula — who would know our homely pet by such a hard 
name ? Let him be " Robin Redbreast** for ever ; he is too near and 
dear a friend to be titled out of intimacy ! 

More or less he may be said to sing all the year round, but his voice 
is in perfection during the autumn ; and, says Mr. Gould, " at this 
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period of the year his song is heard with the greatest pleasure, since he 
has no competitor/* In the height of summer, or during the breeding 
season, the male is generally mute. 

People who describe his habits and character say that he grows 
jealous and cross, if other birds are invited to ^hare in the comforts 
of which he has become the established partaker in human habita- 
tions ; but it is better to believe this the exception and not the rule 
of Robin Redbreast manners. Let us resolve to hear nothing against 
the character of so loving and cheerful a being as the JSrythraca 
mbectda! 

HL 
*' Tilting himself up sideujays against it^ 

This is an incident from the life of Gilbert White's " Timothy," — 
witness the following extract : — 

** Though he loves warm weather, he avoids the hot sun ; because 
his thick shell, when once heated, would, as the poet says of solid 
armour, * scald with safety.' He therefore spends the more sultry 
hours under the umbrella of a large cabbage-leaf, or amidst the waving 
forests of an asparagus bed. 

'* But as he avoids the heat in summer, so in the decline of the year 
he improves the faint autumnal beam's by getting within the reflection 
of a fruit wall ; and though he never has read that planes inclining to 
the horizon receive a greater share of warmth, he inclines his shell, by 
tilting it against the wall, to collect and admit every feeble ray.*' 

A writer on the improv^meiit of fhiit walls has since shown that 
walls inclined to the horizon would receive a much greater number 
of the rays of the sun than those built perpendicularly. 

The only difficulty seems to be — How could sloping walls be kept 
uprighty i. e. in their proper place P 

IV. 

**jP([>r when » . , • he heard the Wood-larKs note^ it was so plaintive 
and lowy that it would have made anybody cry to listen to it** 

The song of the Wood-lark (^Alauda arbored) has been noted for the 
plaintiveness and mellowness of its tone ; inferior only, as some people 
think^ to that of the Nightingale itself. But its power of execution is 
small. It is heard not only in the day-time, but sometimes at night, 
and sings either sitting or while upon the wing, but commonly on the 
wing, and while describing a series of widely- extended circles. 

In this manner it will occasionally pour out its **rich gush of 
melody" for an hour at a time. 

This habit of singing while performing a circling flight in the air is 
alluded to afterwards in the Parable. 
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NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 

I. 

" Thus chattered the Grub of a Dragon-fly ^^ 

HE marvellous fact that the Grub of the Dragon-fly lives 
altogether in the water, whereas the Dragon-flj, in its 
perfect state, is a denizen of the air, is the foundation of 
this Parable, in which an attempt has been made to show 
the possible vicinity of two worlds, in each of which, in succession, 
the same creature may exist, under changed conditions of being. 

Furthermore, that these worlds may border close upon each other, 
and yet that there may be between them and their inhabitants a 
separation as complete as if a perceptible gulf, or abyss of space, inter* 
vened, to keep them asunder. 

The reader must ponder these things for himself. Similitudes and 
analogies between physical and spiritual things will not bear pressing 
too closely; but nevertheless, here and there, Nature seems almost to 
hold out to us wonderful adumbrations of divine truths, of which the 
twofold career of the Dragon-fly is a remarkable instance. 

Like other insects, the Dragon-fiy goes through three stages of life 
after emerging from the eg^. The Larva, the Pupa, and the Lnago, 
or perfect creature. But in this particular case there is only a trifling 
diflerence between the larva and pupa conditions, in each of which the 
creature is believed to exist for a year, and then to emerge into the 
perfect state, in a different element altogetlier. 

The word Grvb in the Parable must therefore be taken as applying 
to Larva and Pupa indifferently, though the latter is more correctly 
called the Nymph; and the particular Dragon-fly intended is the 
common large one, whose scientific name is Libettula depressa. 

The Grub is a creature of very unprepossessing appearance, and, 
what is worse, of no amiable character. It is about two inches in 
length, a quarter of an inch in width, has six strong legs, brown, stiff- 
looking skin, an ugly covering over its face called a " mask," which 
hides what is said to be a very disgusting mouth, and darts about 
in the water, looking as ferocious as it unfortunat-ely is. 

One of these creatures may easily be kept in a foot-pan of water, 
and its habits observed at leisure ; but it is absolutely necessary to feed 
it daily and plentifully, and alas I nothing pleases it but live insects^ 
worms, grubs, &c. from the ponds or ditches. Raw meat even it re? 
fuses. For experiment it will be well to secure a Pupa, which may 
be done by observing the back closely, on which, in the Pupse, rudi* 
ments of the future wings will be seen. 

And then in the foot-pan must be placed some plant, half in, half 
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but of the water, so that, when the time of the great change comes, 
the Grub may have the opportunity of crawling up by the leaves into 
the air. For this purpose a flag or iris, removed by the roots, answers 
admirably. Towards the time of the termination of its Pupa exist- 
ence the creature will be observed to become comparatively languid, 
and to eat less ; and book authorities say that a great change takes 
place in the appearance of the eyes, the very lustrous ones of the per- 
fect insect becoming visible by degrees through the mask. 

Close watching is necessary, if the observer hopes to have the chance 
of witnessing the metamorphosis. In the case from which this ac- 
count is taken, the owner, having placed the foot-pan outside the 
door, noticed one morning that the Grub, who had been prowling 
about the leaves of the flag below for a few days, had at last scrambled 
up one of them into the air, in which he appeared to be sitting, in the 
most composed manner possible, in the usual position in which he 
held himself when clinging to a plant, his six legs comfortably em- 
bracing it. Now, then, the happy ter]!nination of all the watching 
seemed at hand, and she felt almost disposed to order chairs to be 
fetched and friends to be summoned to witness the impending spec- 
tacle. The perfect immoveability of the creature, however, at last 
excited suspicion, and a closer inspection showed a rent in the back 
just between the rudimentary wings, from which it was too true the 
new-bom Dragon-fly had escaped while his friends still slumbered 
and slept. 

Nothing could be more remarkable than the undisordered state of 
the empty Pupa case — an interesting and striking proof what exquisite 
provision must be made for the metamorphosis to take place with the 
most perfect ease and naturalness, so to speak. 

Descriptions of the process are to be found in books ; and a very 
good one may be read in vol. i. of the " History of Insects" in 
Murray's Family Library ; which has the additional merit of having 
the four stages of development illustrated by as many woodcuts. 

But for the general reader, and indeed for all readers, what words 
can put the whole subject so vividly before the eye and mind at once, 
as Mr Tennyson's truly magnificent lines at the opening of " The 
Two Voices" ?— 

" To-day I saw the dragon-fly 
Come from the wells where he did lie. 

" An inner impulse rent the veil 
Of his old husk — from head to tail. 
Came out clear plates of sapphire mail. 

'* He dried his wings ; like gauze they grew. 
Thro* crofts and pastures wet with dew, 
A living flash of light he flew." 

c c 
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The reader should notice the expression "J7e dried his toings** 
They are shrivelled and flexible when they first emerge from the Pupa 
case, but become ''firm and glistening as talc** hj degrees. This 
change is supposed to be due not only to drying, but to a rush of 
fluids from the living creature which distends them ; as in the case of 
Pup® dying during the metamorphosis, the condition of the wings 
never changes from its first flabbiness. 

The length of time necessary for the operation varies from a quar- 
ter of an hour to even hours, being dependent (say the books) on the 
heat or moisture of the atmosphere. 

n. 

" The Frog turned his gold'cdged eyes upon him»^ 

Let the reader look out for these gold edges ; but more, let him ex- 
amine a tadpole through a moderate-sized lens, and he will be fain to 
admit that the quaint little monster looks as if gold-dust had been 
sprinkled over him, from the top of his bullet-head to the very tip of 
the tail, which is one day to be absorbed and altogether disappear. 

III. 

^But the same moment sent him reeling from his resting-place into the 

pond, panting and struggling for life** 

ExPEBiMENTs show that a Dragon-fly Larva will live some hours out 
of the water, if forced out, looking very miserable and sick. But their 
horror of the air may be seen by any one who attempts to take them 
from the water gently. They slip away and dart back, in the most 
marked manner, in unmistakeable terror and disgust. 

IV. 

" Though shrivelled and damp ai firsts 
See the conclusion of Note I., and Mr. Tennyson's lines. 

V. 

^' Some of his oum age, some a generation younger, who had only that 

year entered upon existence** 

The Larva and Pupa conditions are here alluded to as diflerent 
years of life, a year being the appointed period of each. 

VL 

'* There was an unusual brilliancy about his eyes** 

This circumstance has already been pointed out (in Note I.)f as an 
indication of the approaching metamorphosis. 
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VII. 
" There^ where the blue Forget-me-not teUs Us tale of old ronuxnce. 



tt 



The story is an old one, but not always correctly given. Surely the 
best — ^and, therefore, the truest — ^version, tells how a young man 
and a maiden went rambling together, by the side of a river ; and 
how that the girl, catching sight of the beautiM blue flowers of the 
Myosotis palustris, as they bent over the water from the bank, expressed 
a wish to possess them ; and how that the youth, springing all too 
heedlessly forward to gather them, was caught and carried away by 
the stream, at the very moment when he had accomplished his object ; 
and how — alas ! and alas 1 and alas ! — ^his efforts to recover himself 
being vain, he flung the all-too-dearly-bought nosegay on shore, with 
the dying exclamation, " Vetgisz mein nichtT " Forget me not I" 



MOTES m THE SUNBEAM. 

** Cosl si veggion qui diritte e torte, 
Yeloci e tarde, rinovando vista, 
Le minuzie de' corpi lunghe e corte 
Maoversi per lo raggio, onde si lista 
Tal volta Pombra, che per sua difesa 
La gente con ingegno ed arte acquiata." 

Dante, Faraduo, canto xiv. 112, &c. 

CRABBED bit of the great poet>, but, as the Parable re- 
called these lines to the mind of a very intelligent reader, 
they are given here, describing, as they do, motes moving 
up and down in a streak of sunlight accidentally ad- 
mitted into some darkened chamber. Carey*s translation, being the 
most faithful, is added : — 

** Thus oft are seen with ever-changeful glance, 
Straight or athwart, now rapid and now slow, 
The atomies of bodies, long or short, 
To move along the sunbeam, whose slant line 
Checkers the shadow, interpos'd by art, 
Against the noontide heat." 

To these are compared the glittering movements of the glorified 
spirits of those who died in the Crusades, fighting for the true faith ; 
and who now, shining ^^ as lights for ever in the firmament of Heaven,** 
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form, constellated together, the sign of the cross in the fifth heaven 
(the Planet Mars). 

"Christ 
Beam'd on that cross," 

sajs^Dante, but he could find no worthy similitude bj which to de- 
scribe how. The scintillations of those '* lights,** the souls of the 
saints (which formed the cross), as they meet or passed each other in 
what the commentators describe as ^^tal danza^* he likens to the 
sparkling of motes in a sunbeam. 
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